

LONDON THEATRE, 


A COLLECTION OF THE 


Utamattt 


f^ORRECTjLY GIVEN, FROM COPIES USED IN THE THEATBESi, 


THOMAS DIBDIN, 

E THEATRE RC^L, DRU^Y LANE, 


VOLUME XIV. 


^ LONDON: 

mmm for whitwngham and arli^, 

^ . PATEP^OSTER «OW. 



A 

Zvtp to S^catBotottsi^^ 

, A COMEDY. 

BY THE RIGHT HON. R. B. SHERIDAN. 

CORRECTLY GIVEN, FROM COPIES USED IN THE THEATRES, 
BY 

THOMAS DIBDIN, 

OF THE THEATRE ROYAL, DRURY LANE. 

Author of several Dramatic Pieces, 4rc. 



IprinteB at tl^c Pre^ss, 

BY C, WHITTINGHAM; 

FOR WHITTINGHAM AND ARLISS, PATERNOSTER 
TOW, LONDON. 


1815, 


RS.S. 

^cc. N-o.' §Q 
lie No ^1 B ~ 5^3^ 


M.,- 

A THIP TO SCARBOROUGH, 

John Va?** i“ fr«“ Sir 

to Cibbor’ a’ i“ as a sequel 

to Cibbers eoniedy of Lovr’s r^st Shift ; or, 

t he Fool IN Fashion. ’ 

The Trip to Scarborough, although an 
musing comedy, has stood much less on its own 

Dart of a5 soceessively performed the 

to Mr/ I^T Abington 

‘ion of'tbeX 



^ ’^ftOliO0tyi. ♦ ’' 4 
- ‘ - SPOEClt V% MR* Elite. ♦ 

What wrioo. imorfomtlioB. "« , 

FrcA ewt rimis, MrChioBH, 

Jlea, inti U» l««“"'> 

Se pwwt l««’'«” ‘•"A'|'*’'^*[Se L'kitt 

Thej mn gr*»l to*»'^i **“? *vJL-/l fe J 1 

, J ?.i...>r ^l«<»-llie damiel criea — ! I 

,p^h’d-«>A|> w«"l ‘>'® S 

4^ Uw CTAinm’d (riolton snore*, nnjolM, borne , 

OT former lime*. lh»t 

S*n«& i rr'"'*'’'^r*’ 

K» the whole'* «’«"’'>--!*“^J">'/i2fJS.- 

Cropp’d, and Irimm’d on. exposing^ ‘O'* ■ 

^*t»cktetbeniUm^e*llimiU^new 1 

like ibe ocean, dreaafai to the f »w, ^ 

Halh broke iU bound*, and sw^low* np oo , 

Swearers foot, like hi. once fine “1^. 

1, almo*! lost, Ih’ 

Jjadies niaj smile — are they not in Ihe pfol. 

The bounds of nalnre hare nol 

Were Iher design’d to be. wten pnl 

Made up, like sholUe-oock*, of cork and 

^r mle-foo’d mnd-mauimas «PP“f ^ B™*’ 

Wheu^awning blushes rose “1",%^!* ^ l . 

New bluabes now Iheir ono^lor 0 il^on seek , 

^ foe is m poBseswon of Ihe^B^a . 



«No te^f, of ofd, too fei^iierM sti^^ 
Hlnder*4 Hie £iir to {ims iim lowest gale; 

A eboitA to ester now, tbej most l»e beot» 

If eter lliey dioald try th* exaenaieiit 
V As dbatige thus oircalatoi tbrooghoiil the oaiios, 
^eotse plays may justly oall for alteration ; 
l^t least to draw some slender covering o'er 
/That graceUtt mt* which was loo bare before: 
Those writiwi well and wisetv ase their peas, ^ ^ 
Who tom our wantoas into Maffdalemi ; 

And fi^oerer wkd^ wits revile 'em. ^ " 

We halm to find to ym fodir at^ imj™* 


M 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

0 “ q , 

As migimlh/ acted. 


Lord Loppir^on Mr. Dodd. 

Sir Tunbelly Clumsey Mr. Moody. 

Colonel Townly Mr. Bi<:?reton. 

Lovehss Mr. Smith. 

Yout^ Fashion Mr. J. Palmer. 

Probe . Mr. Parsons. 

Jeweller Mr. Lamash. 

Shoemaker Mr. Carpenter. 

La Farole Mr.* Burton. 

Tailor . Mr. Parker. 

Mendkgs Mr. Norris. 

Lory .^. . . . Mr. Baddeley. 


Amanda . . . 
Berinthia . , 
Miss Hoyden 
Mrs. Coupler 
Nurse .... 


Mrs. Robinson. 
Miss Farren. 
Mrs. Abington. 
Mrs. Booth. 
Mrs. Bradshaw- 


Drury Line, 1811. Covent Garden, 1814. 

Lord Foppington ... Mr. Palmer. Mr. Jones. 

Sir Tunbelly Clumsey Mr. Penson. Mr. Emery. 
Colonel Townly .... Mr. Holland. Mr. Barrymore. 

Loveless Mr. Wrench. Mr. Abbott. 

Young Fashion .... Mr. De Camp. Mr. Conway. 

Proibe Mr. W'ewitzer. Mr. Simmons. 

Jeweller Mr. Fisher. Mr. Brook. 

Shoemaker Mr. Penley. Mr. King. 

La Varole Mr. Maddocks. Mr. Menage. 

Tailor .Mr. Sparks. Mr. Treby. 

Mendkgs Mr. Webb. Mr. Lee. 

Lory Mr. Russell. Mr. Blanchard. 

Countryman Mr. Oxberry. Mr. Crumpton. 

Postillion Mr. Chatterley. Mr. Sarjant. 




Amanda Mrs. Oi^er. Mrs. Egerton. 

Berinthia Miss Duncan. Mrs. H. Johnstone. 

Miss Hoyden Mrs. Edwin. Mrs. Jordan. 

Mrs. Cowpkr Miss Tidswell. Mrs. Coates. 

Nurse Mrs. Sparks. Mrs. Davenport. 

Sempstress Mrs. Chattf^?ley. Miss Standon. 

Maid Miss Jones. Miss Cox. 


&'ewe-SCARloROUGH. 



ACf THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. The HaUcf. an Inn. 

Enter Youn^ Fashion and Lory, Postillion foUowin^ 
with a Portmanteau, 

Young F. Lory, pay Ibe post-boy, and take the 
portniaateaa. * 

Lory. Faith, sir, we had better let the post-boy take 
the portinantean and pay himself. 

Young F. Why sure there’s something left in it. 
Lory, Not a rag, upon ray honour, sir — we eat the 
ast ot your wardrobe at Newmaltou— and if we had 
ad twenty miles farther to go, our next meal miist 
ave'bden of the cloak-bag. 

Foung F. Why, ’sdeaih, it appears full. 

Lery. Yes, sir — I made bold to stuff it with hay, to 
ve appearances, and look like baggage. 

Young F. What the devil shall 1 do?— hark ee, boy, 
liat’s the chaise ? 

Post, Thirteen shilling, please your honour. 

f oung F. Can you give me change for a guinea f 
osf. O yes, sir. 
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Lmy, Soh, what will he do uow? — Lord, sii^ jo*^ 
had better let the boy be paid below. 

Young F. Why, as you say, Lory, I believe it will 
be as well. o 

Lory, Yes, yes ; I’ll tell them to discharge you 
below, honest friend. 

Post. Please your honour, there are the turnpikes 
too. 

• Young F. Ay, ay, the turnpikes by all means. 

Post. And 1 hope your honour will order me some-' 
thing for myself. 

Young F. To be sure ; bid them give you a crown. 

Lory. Yes, jes—my master doesn’t care what you 
charge them — ^so get along you^ 

Post. And there’s the hostler, your honoor. 

Lory. Pshaw ! damn the hostler — would you impose 
upon the gentl^an’s generosity. — [Pushes him out] — 
A rasial, to be so curst ready with his change ! 

Young F. Why, faith. Lory, he bad nearly pos’d me. 

Lory. Well, sir, we are arrived at Scarborough, not 
worth a guinea ! I hope you’ll own yourself a happy 
man — ^you have outliv’d all your cares. 

Yoimg F. How so, sir? 

Lory. Why you have nothing left to lake care of. 

Young F. Yes, sirrah, 1 have myself and you to take 
cm’eof stilh 

Lory. Sir, if you could prevail with somebody else 
to do that for you, I fancy we might both fare the 
better for it. But now, sir, for my lord Foppington, 
your elder brother. 

Young F. Damn my eldest brother. 

Lory. With all my heart; but get him to ^fcdeem 
your annuity, however. Look you, sir, you most 
wheedle him, or you most starve. o 

Young F, Look you, sir, 1 will neither wheedle him 
nor starve. 

Lffi'y. Why what will you do, then? 

Young F. Cut his throat, get some one to do it 
for me. ^ 

Lory. *Gad so, sir, I’m gbd to find I was not so well 
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acquainted witli the strength of yoni* donscieiice as with 
the weakness of yonr parse. 

Young F. Why, art ibon so impenetrabte a block- 
head as l» believe he’ll help me with a farthing;? 

Lory. Not if yoa treat him de haut cfi has, as you 
used to do. 

Yming F, Why, how wouldst have me treat him ? 

Lory. Like a tront — tickle him. 

Young F? I catiU Hatter. 

Lory. Can you starve? 

Young F. Yes. 

Lory. I can’t— good-by I’ye, sir. 

Young F. Stay — Ihoa’ll distract me. But who comes 
here — iny old friend, colonel Towiily. 

Enter Colonel Townly, 

My dear colonel, I am rejoiced to meet yon here. 

Col. T. Dear Tom, tins is an unexpected pleasure — 
what, are you come to Scarborough to be present at 
your brother’s wedding? 

Lon}. Ah, sir, if it had been his funeral, we should 
have come with pleasure. 

Col. T. What, honest Lory, are you with your master 
still? 

Lory. Yes, sir, I have been starving with bira ever, 
since I saw your honour last. 

Young F. Why, Lory is an attach’d rogue — there’s 
tio getting rid of him. 

Lory. True, sir, as my master says, there’s no sedu- 
jing raf from his service, till he’s able to pay me my 
wages. [Aside. 

Young F. Go, go, sir — and lake care of the baggage. 

^ Lory. Yes, sir — the baggage! — O Lord! I suppose, 
lif, I must cliargc llie landlord to be very particular 
where he stows this ? , - 

Young F. Get idong, you rascal. [Exit Lory^ with 
the Fortmanteaul But, colonel, are you acquainted 
^'ith my proposed sisl^r-in-law ? ' 
f Col. T. Only by character — tier father, sir Tunbelly 
piuiusy, lives within a qlarter of a mile of iMs place> , 

D 
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in a lonely old house, which nobody comes near. ' She 
never ffoes abroad, nor sees company at home ; to pre- 
vent all misfortunes, she has her breeding within doors ; 
the parson of the parish leaches her to play apon the 
dulcimer, the clerk to sing, lier nurse to dress, and her 
father to dance ; — ^in short, nobody has free admission 
there but our old acquaintance,, mother Coupler, who 
has procured your brother this match, and is, I believe, 
a distant relation of sir Tunbelly’s. 

Yoimg F. But is her fortune so considerable? 

Col. T. Three thousand a year, and a good sum of 
money, independent of her father, beside. 

Young F. ’Sdealh! that my old acquaintance, dame 
Coupler, could not have thought of me, as well as my 
brother, for such a prize. 

Col. r. ^Egad, I wouldn’t swear that yon are too late 
— Ins lordship, 1 know, hasn’t yet seen the lady — and, 
I believe, has quarrelled willi his patroness. 

Young F. My dear colonel, what an idea have you 
started ! 

Coi. T. Pursue it if yon can, and 1 promise you you 
shall have my assistance ; for besides my natural con- 
tempt for his lordship, i have at present the enmity of 
a rival towards him. 

Young F. What, has he been addressing yoor old 
flame, the widow Berinthia ? 

Coi. T. Faith, Tom, 1 am at present most whimsically 
circumstanced. 1 came here a mouth ago to meet the 
Jady yon mention ; but she tailing in her promise, I, 
partly from pique and partly from idleness, ha^'e been 
diverting my chagrin by olffering un incense Ip the 
beaiilTes of Amanda, our friend Loveless’s wife. 

Young F. I never have seen her, but have heard her 
spoken of as a youthful wonder of beauty and pFu- 
deuce. 

CoL T. She is so indeed ; and Loveless being loo 
careies.s and insensible of the treasure he possesses — 
my lodging in the same house given me a thousand 
oppbrtunilies of making my assiduities acceptable: so 
that in less than a fortnight, #began to bear my disa p- 
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pintmeiit from the widow with the most Christian 
resig^nation. 

Young F. And Berinthia has never appear'd? 

Col. %. Oh, there’s the pirplexity; for just as I be* 
^an not to care whether i ever saw her again or not, 
last night she arrived. 

Young F. And instantly reassamed her empire? ' 

Col. T. No, faith — we met — bnl the lady not conde- 
scending te give me any serious reasons for having 
fool’d me tor a month, I left her in a huff. 

Young F. Well, well, I’ll answer for it she^ll soon 
resume her power, especially as friendship will prevent 
your pursuing' the other too far — but my coxcomb of a 
brother is an admirer of Amanda’s loo, is he? 

Col. T. Yes, and I believe is most heartily despised 
by her — but come with me, and you shall see her and 
your old friend "Loveless. 

Young F. I must pay my respects to his lordship — 
perhaps you can direct me to his lodgings? 

Col. T. Come with me ; I shall pass by it. 

Young F. I wi.sli you could pay this visit for me, or 
could tmi me what i should say to him. 

Col. r. Say nothing to him — apply yourself to his 
bag, his sword, his feather, his snon-box; and when 
you are well with tiiem, desire him to lend you a thou- 
sand pounds, and I’ll engage you prosper. 

Yoimg F, ’Sdeath and furies ! why was that coxcomb 
thrust into the world before me? O fortune, fortune, 
art a jilt, by Gad. [jEieunf. 

^ SCENE II. A Dressing-room, i, 

Swfer Lord Foppington, in his ^ightgown^ and La 
• Varole. 

Lord F. Well, 'lis an unspeakable pleasure to be a 
"an of Quality — strike me dumb — even the boors of 
lis nortiiern spa have team’d the respect due to a title, 
dside} La Varole! % 

La Var. Mi lor 
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Lord F. Yoa han’t jet been at'Maddjnumt'halJ, to 
announce mj arrival, have jou? 

La Vcar. Not yet, mi lor. 

Lord F. Then you nee<^ not ^o till Saturdsey, [JEiit 
La Varole] as 1 am in no parlicuiar haste to view my 
intended sposa— 1 shal) sacrifice a day or two more to 
the porsnit of my friend l^oveless’s wife— Amanda is a 
charming creature — strike me ugly ; and if I have any 
discernment in the world, she thinks no less of my lord 
Foppington. 

Re-enter La Varole, 

La Var. Mi lor, de shoemaker, de tailor, de hosier, 
de sempstress, de peru, be all ready, if ^our lordship 
please to dress. 

Lo/rd F, ’Tw wrflf admit them. 

. La Vox. Hey, m^sieow, entrez. 

Enter Tailor, Shoemaker, <^c. 

Lord F. So, gentlemen, I hope you have all taken 
pains to show yourselves masters in your professions ? 

Tai. I think I may presume to say, sir 

La Far. My lor, you clown you! 

Tai. My lord, I ask your lordship’s pardon; my lord. 
f hope, my lord, your lordship will be pleased to own 
J have brought your lordship as acoomplislied a suit of 
clothes as ever peer of England wore, my lord — will 
your lordship please to view ’em now.^ 

Lord F. Ay ; but let my people dispose the glasses 
so that I may see myself before and behind j for 1 love 
to see myself all round. 

Whilst he puts on his Clothes, enter Young Fasrion 
and Lory. 

Young F. Hey-day ! What the devil have we hePe? 
—Sure ray gentleman’s grown a favourite at court, he 
has got so many people at bis levee. [^^arf. 

LoryJ Sir, these people come in order to make him a 
favourite at court — they are to/cstablisli him with the 
ladies^ [Apart. 
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Younff A Gooil hettven ! to wimt iia eBb of taste lire 
women fall^, that it should be in the power of a laced 
COM- to recqfiiim^d a gallant to Uiem! lApart, 

XoTn/.eSir^ t^ors and hair-dressers debanch all tto 
women. ^ [dport. 

Ymtng F. Thoa eay*st tme. — But now for my recep- 
tion. [.dporf. 

Lord F. Death, and eternal tortures ! Sir— <1 SAy the 
coat is loo wide here by a foot. . . 

Tai. My lord, if it had been tighter, Hwould neither 
have liookM nor battouM. * 

LordF. Rat the hooks and ballons, sir! Gan an^ 
thing be worse than thisP — As Gad shall jedge me, it 
hangs on my shoulders like a chairman’s surtont. 

Tai. ’Tis not for me to dispute your lordship’s fancy* 
Lory. There, sir, observe what respect does, [.^^part; 
- Young F. Respect! — D — n him for a coxcomb — but 
let’s accost him. \_Apart\ Brother^ I’m your humble 
servant. 

Lord F. O Lard, Tam, 1 did not expect you in Eng- 
land — Brother, I’m glad to see you — but what has 

brought you to Scarborough, T^m ? Look you, sir, 

[To the Tailor'] I shall never be reconciled to this nau- 
seous wrapping gown, therefore pray get me another 
liuit with all possible expedition; for this is my eternal 
aversion. [Exit Tailor'] Well but, Tam, you don’t tell 
me what has driven you, to Scarborough. Mrs. Ca- 

lico, are not you of my mindP 

Semp, Directly, my lord. — I hope your lordship is 
pleased with your ruffles? 

Lcj^d F. In love with them, slab my vitals! — Bring 
my bill, you shall be paid to-morrow. 

Semp. 1 humbly thank your lordship. [Exit, 

*Lord F. Hark thee, shoemaker, th^ shoes an’l ugly, 
but they don’t fit me. 

Shoe. My lord, I think they fit you very well. 

Lord F. They hurt me just below the instep. 

~ Shoe. [Feels his Fod|fl No, my lord, they don’t hurt 
you there. * 

Lord F. I tell thee th^ pinch me execrably. 
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Sfcoe. VHiy then, mv lord, if those shoes pinch yo«, 
111 be d-n’d. 

Lord F. Why, will thou undertake to persuade me I 
cannot feel P ^ 

Shoe. Your lordship may please to feel what you 
think fit, but that shoe does not hurt you — 1 think i 
understand my trade. 

Lord F. Now, by all that’s good and powerful, thou 
art ..an incomprebensive coxcomb— but thou nmkest 
good shoes, and so I’ll bear with thee. 

Shoe. My lord, I have work’d for half the people of 
quality in this town these twenty years, and ’tis very 
hard 1 shouldn’t know when a shoe hurts, and when it 
don’t. 

Lord F. Well, pr’ythee be gone about thy business. 

Shoemaker] Mr. Mendlegs, a word with you. — 
The calves of these stockings are thicken’d a little too 
much ; they make my legs look like a porter’s. 

Mend. My lord, methinks they look mighty well. 

Lord F. Ay, but you are not so good a judge of those 
things as I am — I have studied them all ray life — there- 
fore pray let the next be the thickness of a crown-piece 
less. 

Mend. Indeed, my lord, they are the same kind I 
had the honour to furnish your lordship with in town. 

Lord F. Very possibly, Mr. Mendlegs; but that was 
in the beginning of the winter, and you should always 
remember, Mr. Hosier, that if you make a nobleman's 
spring legs as robust as his autumnal calves, you com- 
mit a manstrous impropriety, and make no allowance 
for the fatigues of the winter. [Exit Hosier. 

Jewel. I hope, my lord, those buckles have baa the 
unspeakable satisfaction of being honoured with your 
lordship’s approbation ? * 

Lora F, Why, they are of a pretty fancy ; but don’t 
you think them rather of the smallest ? 

Jewel. My lord, they could not well be larger, to 
keep oil your lordship’s shoe. 

Lord F, My good sir, you forget that these matters 
are not as they used to be : foimerly, indeed, the buckle 
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^as,a 5orl of roacfuAe, int^ided to keep imi the siioe ; 
but the case is now quite reversed, and the shoe is ctf 
no earthly use, but to keep on the buckle. — Now give 
me my patches, and the business of the morning wilt 
be pretty well over. [Exit Jeweller, 

loung F. Well, Lory, what dost thrnk on’t? — a very 
friendly reception from a brother, after lliree years ab- 
sence ! lApart. 

Lory. Why, sir, ’tis your own fault — here you have 
^stood ever since you came in, and have not couameticled 
any one thing- that belongs to him. [^Apmrt, 

Young F. Nor ever snail, while they belong to a 
coi^comb. f^jpartj Now your people of business are 
gone, brother, I hope I may obtain a quarter of an 
hour’s audience of you. 

Lord F. Faith, Tam, I must beg yon^Jl excuse me at 
this time, for i have an engagement which 1 would not 
break for the salvation of mankind. Hey ! — there!— 
is iny carriage at the door? — You’ll excuse me, brother. 

[Goijig.' 

Young F. Shall you be back to dinner? 

Lord F, As Glad shall jedge me, I canU tell ;< for it is 
passible I may dine with some friends at Donner’s. 

Young F. Shall I meet you there? for I must needs 
talk with you. 

Lord F. That I’m afraid mayn’t be quite so praper^ 
for those I commonly eat with are a people of nice 
conversation ; and you know, Tam, your education has 
been a little at large — but there are other ordinaries in- 
town — very good beef ordinaries — suppose, Tam, 
you can eat beef? — However, dear Tam, I’m glad to 
see iJiee in England, slap my vitals ! [Exit. 

Young F, Hell and furies! Is this to be borne? 

•Lory. Faith, sir] 1 could almost have given him a 
knock o’tlie pate myself. 

Young F. ’Tis enough ; I will now show you the 
excess of ray passion, by being very calm. — Gome, 
liory, lay your fogger^ad to mine, and, in cold blood, 
let us contrive his desWuction. 

Lory. Here comes a hlad, sir, would contrive it bet- 
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ter thatt b#lh onr bggerli€&ds, iFsbe would but join 
in the confederacy. 

Young F. By this light, madam Coupler ; she seems 
dissatisfied at something : let us observe her. » 

Enter Mrs. Coupler. 

Mrs. C. Soh! 1 am likely to be well rewarded for my 
services truly; my suspicions, 1 find, were but too just. 
— What! refuse to advance me a petty sum^iwlieo 1 am 
upoYi the point of making him master of a galleon'. 
But let him look to the consequeuces, an ungrateful, 
narrow-minded coxcomb. 

Young F. So he is, upon my soul, old lady; it most 
be my brother you spe^ of. 

Mrs. C. Ha! — stripling, how came you here.? What, 
hast spent all, eh? And art thou come to dun his lord- 
ship for assistance ? 

Young F. No, I want somebody’s assistance to cut 
his lordship’s throat, without the risk of being bang’d 
for him. 

Mrs. C. ’Egad, sirrah, I could help thee to do him 
almost as gopd a turn, without the danger of being 
burn’d in the hand for’l. 

Young F. How — how, old Mischief? 

Mrs. C. Why, you most know 1 have done you the 
kindness to make up a match for your brother. 

Young^F. I’m very much behofden to you, truly! 

Mrs.C. You may before Ibe wedding-day yet: the 
lady is a great heiress, the match is concluded, the 
writings are drawn, and his lordship is come hither to 
put the finishing hand to the business. 

Young F. I understand as much. 

Mrs. C. Now you moslknow, stripling, your brother’s 
a knave. 

Young F. Good. 

Mrs. C. He has given me a bond of a thousand pounds 
for helping him to this fortune, and has promised me 
as much more, in ready money,, upon the day of the 
marriage; which, I undersland'^y a friend, he never 
designs to pay me; and his ^st now refusing to pay 
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me A^part;, is a proo# of it* timrefore jim* wiit be 
a ^neroDs joaog rogue, and secure me five thouMad ' 
pounds, I’ll help jou to the lady. 

Youns^» And how the devil wilt thou do that? 

Mrs, C. Without the devil’s aid, I warrant thee. Thy 
brother’s face not one of the family ever saw ; the whole 
business has been managed by me, and all his letters go 
through my hands. Sir Tunbelly Clumsy, my relation 
— for that’s Jthe old gentleman’s name — ^is apprised of 
bis lordship’s being down here, and expects him to- 
morrow to receive his daughter’s hand ; but the peer, 

1 find, means to bait here a few days longer, to recover 
the fatigue of his journey, I suppose. Now you shall 
go to Muddymoat-hall in his place. — 1*11 give you a letter 
of introduction : and if you don’t marry the girl before 
sun-set, you deserve to be bang’d before morning. 

YounsF. Agreed, agreed ; and for thy reward 

Mrs, C. Well, well ; — though I warrant thou hast not 
a farthing of money in thy pocket now — no — -one may 
see it in thy face. 

Young F, Not a souse, by Jupiter. 

Mrs. C. Must I advance then? Well, be at my lodg- 
ings, next door, this evening, and I’ll see what may be 
done — we’ll sign and seal, and when I have given thee 
some further instructions, thou shalt hoist sail and be 
gone. 

Young F. So, JLory, fortune, thou seest, at last takes 
care of merit : we are in a fair way to be great people. 

Lory. Ay, sir, if the devil don’t step between the cup 
and the lip, as he used to do. 

Young F. Why, fiiitli, he has play’d me many a 
damifd trick to spoil iny fortune; and, ’egad, 1 am 
almost afraid he’s at work about it again now ; but if 
1 should tell thee how, thou’dst wonder at me. 

Lory. Indeed, sir, 1 should not. 

Young F. How dost know.^ 

Lory. Because, sir, I have wondered at you so often, 
1 can wonder at you more. 

Young F, No! — WiSht wouldst thou say, if a qualm 
of conscience should sp«l my design? 
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Lory, I woo Id eat ray words, Snd wonder more llian 
ever. 

Young F. Why faith, Lory, though I hare play’d 
many a roguish trick, this is so foll-grown»a cheat, I 

find I must take pains to come op to’t ^1 have sen • 

pies. 

Lory. They are strong symptoms of death. If you 
find they increase, sir, pray make your will. 

Young F. No, my conscience shan’t starve me ne’ 
ther ; but thus far I’ll listen to it Before 1 execut < 
this project, I’ll try my brother to the bottom. If he 
lias yet so much humanity about him as to assist me — 
• though witli a moderate aid— I’ll drop my project at 
his feet, aod show him how I can do for him much more 
tliao what I’d ask he’d do for me. This one conclusive 
trial of him 1 resolvh to make. — 

Succeed or fail, still vict’ry is my lot; 

If I subdue his heart, ’tis well — if not, 

I will subdue my conscience to my plot. [Exeunt. 
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, SCENE I. 

Enter Loveless and Amanda. 

Love. How do you like these lodgings, my dear? 
For my part, I am so pleas’d with them, I shall hardly 
remove whilst we stay 4ere, if you are satisfied. 

Aman. I am satisfied with every thinpf that pleases 
you, else I had not come to Scarborough at all. 

Love, O! a little of the noise and folly of this place 
will sweeten the pleasures of our retreat ; we shall find 
the charms of our retirement doubled when we return 
to it. 

Aihan. That pleasing prospect wilL be my chiefest 
entertainment, whilst, much gainst iny will, 1 engage 
iiflhose empty pleasures which ’tis so much the fashion 
to be fond of. 

Love. I own most of them are, indeed, but empty ; 
yet there are delights of which a private life is desti- 
tute, which may divert an honest man, and be a harm- 
less entertainment to s^rtuous woman : good music is 
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one ; and trnly (with some small allowance) the.pla?. 

I think, diaj he esteemed another. 

Amm. Plays, I must confess, bare some small char. 
What do you think of that you saw last night? 

Love, To say truth, I did not mind it much--*, 
attention was for some time taken off to admire the 
workmanship of nature, in the face of a young lady 
who sat some distance from me, she was so exquisitely 
handsome. 

*Aman. So exquisitely handsome ! 

Love. Why do you repeat my words, ray dear ? 

Aman, Because you seem'd to speak them witii such 
• pleasure, I thought I might oblige you with their 
echo. « 

Love. Then you are alarmed, Amanda? 

Aman. ft is my duly to be so when you are in dan- 
ger. 

Love. You are too quick in apprehending for me. I 
view’d her with a world of admiration, but not one 
glance of love. , 

Aman. Take heed of trusting to such nice distinc- 
tions. But were your eyes the only things that were 
inquisitive ? Had I been in your place, my tongue, I 
fancy, had been curious loo. I should have ask’d her 
where she liv’d— yet still withoat design — who was she, 
pray? 

Love. Indeed I cannot tell. 

Aman. You will not tell. 

Love. Upon my honour then, I did not ask. 

Amah. Nor do yon know what company was with 
her ? 

Love. I do not. But why are you so earnest? , 

Amm. I thought 1 had cause. 

Love. But you thought wrong, Amanda; for tuVn 
the case, and let it be your story; should you come 
home and tell me you had seen a handsome man, should 
I grow jealous because you had eyes? 

Aman. But should I tell you he was ext^uisitely so, 
and that I had gazed on him jAlh admiration, should 



1. YARBOROUGH. 

you not think Hwere*possibte 1 might go one step foi** 
iher, and inquire bis name? 

Love. She has reason on her side; 1 have talk’d too 
much; b^|b I most turn off another way. [.dsidej Will 
you then make qo difference, Amanda, between the 
%ngoage of our sex and yours? There is a modesty 
restrains your tongues^ which makes yon speak by 
halves when you commend ; but roving flattery gives a 
loose to ours, which makes ns still speak double what 
we think. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, there is a lady at the door in a chair 
desires to know whether your ladyship sees company? 
her name is Berinthia. ^ 

Aman. Oh dear! ’tis a relation i have not seen these 
five years, pray her to walk in. [Exit Servant] Here’s 
another beauty for you ; she was, when I saw her last, 
reckoned extremely handsome. 

Love. Don’t be jealous now; for I shall gaze upon 
her loo. 

Fitter Berinthia. 

Ha! by heavens, the very woman! [Aside. 

Ber. [.Sahites Amandci] Dear Amanda, I did not ex- 
pect to meet you in Scarborough. 

Aman. Sweet cousin, JL’m overjoyed to see you. — ' — 
Mr. Loveless, here’s a relation and a friend of mine, I 
desire you’ll be better acquainted with. 

Love. [Salutes Berinthia] If my wife never desires a 
harder thing, madam, her request will be easily granted. 

Re-enter a Servant. 

Sei^. Sir, my lord Foppington presents his humble 
service to yon, and desires to know how you do. He’s 
at«the next door ; and if it be not inconvenient to you, 
he’ll come and wait upon you. 

Love. Give my compliments to his lordship, and 1 
shall be glad to see him. f/Cait Servant] If you are not 
acquainted with his lordship, madam, you will be en- 
tertained with his chard^er. 
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Aman. Now it moves my pity» more than my* mirth 
to see a man, whom nature has made no fool, 'be so 
very industrions to pass for an ass. 

I^e. No, there you are wrong*, Aiuauda ; 3^0 should 
never bestow your pity upon those who take |»ins for 
your contempt : pity those whom nature abuses, never 
those who abuse nature. 

Enter Lord Foppington. 

'Lord F. Dear Loveless, I am your most bumble ser- 
vant. 

Love. My lord. I’m yours. 

Lord F. Madam, your ladyship’s very obedient slave. 

Loot. My lord, this lady is a relation of my wife's. 

Lord F. [5aktes* er] The beautiful lest race of peo- 
ple npoti earth, rat me. Dear Loveless, 1 am over- 
joyed that you think of continuing here. 1 am, stap 

my vitals. For Gad’s sake, madam, how has your 

ladyship been able to subsist thus long, under the fatigue 
of a country life? [To Amanda. 

Aman. My life has been very far from that, ray lord, 
it has been a very quiet one. 

Lord F. Why that’s the fatigue I speak of, madam ; 
for ’tis impossible to be quiet, without thinking: now 
tliinking is to me the greatest fatigue in the world. 

Aman. Does not your lordship love reading then ? 

Lord F. Oh, passionately, madam ; but I never 
think of what 1 read. For example, madam, my life 
is a perpetual stream of pleasure, that glides through ' 
with such a variety of entertainments, I believe the 
wisest of our ancestors never had the least concep- 
tion of any of ’em. I rise, madam, when in tawn, 
about dwelve o’clock. I don’t rise sooner, because it 
is the worst thing in the world for the complexion ; 
iiat that I pretend to be a beau ; but a man must endea- 
vour to look decent, lest be makes so odious a figure in 
the side-bax, the ladies should be compelled to turn 
their eyes upon the play. So at twelve o’clock, I say, 

1 rise. Naw, if 1 find it is Ai good day, I resalvc to 
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take tjie exercise of fading ; so driok my chocolate, and 
draw on my boots, by two. On my retorn, 1 dresa; 
and after dinner, lounge perhaps to the opera. 

Ber. \«Dur lordship, 1 suppose, is fond of music P 

Lord F. Oh, passionately, on Tuesdays and Satur- 
days; for then there is always the best company, and 
one is not expected to undergo the fatigue of listen- 
ing. 

Aman. Does your lordship think that the case at the 
opera? 

Lord F. Most certainly, madam. There is iny lady 
Tattle, rny lady Prate, my lady Titter, my lady Sneer, 
my lady Giggle, and my lady Grin — these have boxes 
in the front, and while any favourite air is singing, are 
the prettiest company in the waund, stap my vitals! 
Mayn’t we hope for the honour to see you added to our 
society, madam ? 

Aman. Alas, my lord, I am the worst company in 
the world at a concert, Tm so apt to attend to the 
music. 

Lord F. Why, madam, that is very pardonable in the 
country or at church, but a monstrous inattention in a 
polite assembly. But I am afraid I lire the company? 

Love. Not at all. Pray go on. 

Lord F. Why then, ladies, there oftly remains to 
add, that I generally' conclude the evening at one or 
other of the clubs; nat that I ever play deep; indeed I 
have been for some lime tied up from losing above five 
^thousand paunds at a sitting. 

Love. But isn’t your lordship sometimes obliged to 
attend the weighty affairs of the nation ? 

Lofd F. Sir, as to weighty affairs, I leave them ta 
weighty heads; 1 never intend mine shall be a burden 
to tiiy body. 

Ber. Nay, iny lord, but you are a pillar of -the 
ftate. ; 

Lojrd K An oriiainenlal pillar, madam ; for soonCT 
than undergo any part of the fatigue, rat me, but tlve 
whole building should 1^ plump to the ground. 
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Amm. lotd, a ^ne geatlemni spends great 

deal of Ilk time in bis intrigues; jon have given us no ‘ 
accouhl'of them yet. 

Lord Ft Sohl She would inquire into myemours — 
that’s jealousy, poor soul ! — I see she’s in love with me. 
[Aside] 0 Lord, madam, I had like to have forgot a 

secret I most needs tell your ladyship. Ned, you 

must not be so jealous now as to listen. 

Love. Not i, my lord, 1 am too fashionable a husband 
to pry into the secrets of my wife. 

L&rdF. [Squeezing Amanda’s Band] I am in love 
with you to desperation, strike me speechless ! [Apart, 

Atnan. [Strikes him on the Ear] ’flien thus 1 return 
your passion, an impudent fool ! 

LordF. Gad’s curse, madam, 1 am a peer of the 
'realm. 

Love. Hey! what the devil, do you affront my wife, 
sir.? Nay then [Dram They Jight. 

Aman. What has my folly done? — Help! murder! 
help! Part them, for heaven’s ^ke. 

Lord F. [Falls back and leans on his Sword] Ah ! 
quite through the body, stap my vitals! 

Enter Servants. 

Lme. [Runs to Lord Foppington] I hope I han’t 
killed the fool, however. — Bear him up — Call a surgeon 
there. 

Lord F. Ay, pray make haste. 

Love. This mischief you may thank yourself for. 

Lord F. 1 may so; love’s the devil indeed, Ned, 

Enter Probe and Servant, 

Serv. Here’s Mr. Probe, sir, was just going by the 
door. 

J^ord F. He’s the welcoraesl man alive. 

Probe. Stand by, stand by, stand by ; pray, gently 
men, stand by. Lord have mercy upon os, did you 
never see a man run through the body before?— dPray 
stand by. 
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Lord F. Ah, Mr. Pfrobe, l^m a dead man. 

Probe. A dead man, and 1 by ! 1 shouki laugh to ime 
ihat, ’egad. 

Love. Br’ythee, don’t stand prating, bat look upon 
bis wound. 

Probe, Why, what if I won’t look upon Iiis wound 
this hour, sir ? 

Love. Why then he’ll bleed to death, ^ir. 

Probe. Why then I’ll fetch him to life again, sir. 

Love. ’Slife! he’s run through the body, 1 tell theft. 

Probe. I wish be was run through the heart, and I 
should get the more credit by his cure. Now 1 hope 
you are satished ? Come, now let me come at him — 
now let me come at him [Viewing his Wound^ — Oons! 
what a gash is here! Why, sir, a man may drive a 
coach and six horses into your body. 

LordF.Ohl 

Probe. Why, what the devil have you run the gen- 
tleman through with a scythe? A little scratch 

between the skin and the ribs, that’s all. [Aside. 

Love. Let me see his wound. 

Probe. Then you sliall dress it, sir; for if any body 
looks upon it 1 wont. 

Love. Why thou art the veriest coxcomb I ever saw. 

Probe. Sir, I am not master of my trade for nothing. 

L^d F. Surgeon ! 

Probe. Sir. 

Lord F. Are there any hopes? 

Probe. Hopes! 1 can’t tell. What are you willing 
to give for a cure? 

Lord F. Five hundred paunds with pleasure. . 

PrZbe. Why then pftrhaps there may be hopes; but 
we must avoid a further delay — Here, help the genlle- 
mifn^iuto a chair, and carry him to my house presently 

r-that’s the properest place — to bubble him out of 

his money. — [Aside} — Come, a chair — a chair quickly 
— ^there, in with him. [They put him into a Chair, 

Lord F. Dear Loveless, adieu : if I die, I foi^ve 
thee; and, if 1 live, l^ope thou wilt do as mooh by 

c 
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me. I am sorry yoa and f shonld qaarrel, imt I, hope 
here’s an end on’t ; for if ^on »re satisfied, I am. 

Love. 1 shall hardly think it worth my prosecuting 
any farther, so yon may be at rest, sir. 

jLord F. Thou art a generous fellow, strike roe dam b 
—bat thou hast an impertinent wile, stap my Titals! — 

[Aside. 

Probe. So-— carry him off— -carry him off— we shall 
hare him prate himself into a fever ^-and-by— cari^ 
him off. [Ejcit, with Lord Foppingtan. 

Enter Colonel Townly. 

Col. T. So, so, I am glad to find yoa all alive — 1 met 
a wounded peer carrying off. For heaven’s sake what 
was the matter? 

Love. O, a trifle — he woold have made love to my 
wife before my face, so she obliged him with a box 
o’tfae ear, and 1 run him through the body, lliat was 
all. 

Col. T. Bagatelle on all sides. But pray, madam, 
how long has this noble lord been an humble servant 
of yours? 

Aman. This is the first I have heard on’t— so I sup- 
pose ’tis bis quality more than liis love has brought 
him into this adventure. He thinks his title an authen- 
tic passport to every woman’s heart below the degree 
of a peeress. 

Col. T. He’s coxcomb enough to think any thing; 
but I would not have you brought into trouble for him 
— I hope there’s no danger of his life ? 

Love. None at all— ^he’s fallen into the hands of a 
ri^ish surgeon, who, I perceive, designs to frighten 
a fittle money out of him — bat I saw his wound — ’tis 
nothing— he may go to the ball to-night if he pl^se§. 

Col, T. I am glad you have corrected him without 
further mischief, or you might have deprived me of die 
pleasure of executing a plot a^iinst his lordship, which 
1 have b^n contriving with an old acquaintauee oi 
yoaw. 
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lAfve. Explain— 

CoL T, His brother. Turn Ti^hion, is oomedowniiere, 
and we have it in contemplation to save him the trouble 
of his intended wedding ; bat we want yoar assistance. 
Tom Would have called, but be is preparing for his 
anterprize, so I promised to bring yon to him — so, sir, 
if these ladies can spare yon 

Love, ril go with you with all my heart [^Isidfe] — •. 
though I coifld wish, methinks, to stay and gaze a little 
longer on that creature- — Good gods! how engapng 
she is — but what have 1 to do with beauty? 1 have 
already had my portion, and must not covet more. 

Aman. Mr. Loveless, pray one word with you before 
yoa go. l^Exit Colonel TowrUy^ 

Love. What would my dear? 

Aman. Only a woman’s foolish question, how do you 
like my cousin here ? 

Love. Jealous already, Amanda? 

Aman, Not at all — 1 ask you for another reason. 

Love. Whate’er her raison be, I must not tell her 
true. [^Asidel — Why, I confess she’s handsome : but 
you must not think 1 slight your kinswoman, if 1 own 
to you, of all the women who mav claim that character, 
she is the last that would triumph in my heart. 

Aman, I’m satisfied. 

Love. Now tell me why you ask’d? 

Aman. At night I will — adieu. 

Love. I’m yours. [Kissing her. Exit. 

Aman. I’m glad to find he does not like her, for 1 
have a great mind to persuade her to come and live with 
me. , ’ [Aside. 

Ber. So! I find my colonel continues in his airsj 
there most be something more at the bottcmi of this 
than the provocation he pretends from me. [Aside. 

Aman. For heaven’s sake, fierinlliia, tell me what 
way 1 shall take to persuade you to come and live wilb 
me ? , 

Ber. Why one way in the world there is—nnd but 
one. % 

Aman. And pray what Is that? 
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Ber. It iii id assure me — 1 shalf be very welcome. 

Ainm, If that be all, you shall e’en sleep here to- 
akht. 

jBcr. To-uight! 

Aman. Yes, lo-nig!it. 

Ber. Why the peo^e where I lodge will lliiuk me 
mad. 

Aman. Let ’em think what they please. 

JBer. Say you so, Amanda: — Why then they shall 
think what they please — for I’m a young widow, and 1 

care not what any body thinks. Ah, Amanda, it’s a 

delicious thing to be a young widow. 

Aman. You’ll hardly make me think so. 

Ber. Pob! because you are in love with your hus- 
band. 

Aman. Pray, ’tis with a world of innocence I would 
inqaire whether you think those we call women of 
reputation, do really escape all other men as they do 
those shadows of beaus f 

Ber. Oh no, Amanda; there are a sort of men make 
dreadful work amongst ’em— men that may be called 
the beau’s antipathy— for they agree in nothing but 
walking upon two legs. These have brains — the beau 
has none. These are in love with their mistress— the 
beau with himself. They take care of their repu- 
tation, the beau is industrious to destroy it. They are 
decent — he’s a fop; in short, they are men — he’s an 
ass. 

Aman. If this be ibeir character, I fancy we bad 
here, e’en now, a pattern of ’em both. 

JBer. His lordship and colonel Townly ? 

Aman. The same. 

Ber. As for the lord, he is eminently so ; and for the 
other, I can assure you there’s not a man in town who 
has a better interest with the women, that are worth 
having an interest with. 

Aman. He answers the opinion I had ever of him — 
{Takes her Hand] — I must acq*^aint yoji with a secret 
— tis nut that fool alone L talked to me of love, 
Townly has been tampering iUo. 
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Bef. So, so! herS the mystery comes oat! 

Colonel Townly ! — impossible, my dear! 

Aman. *Tis true, indeed ; tlioa^li he has done it in 
Tain; nAr do I think that ail the merit of mankinit 
combined, could shake the tender love 1 bear ray hus- 
band; yet f will own to you, B.erinihia, 1 did not start 
at bis addresses, as when they came from one whom I 
contemned. ‘ . . 

Ber. O this is belter and better — -Well 
said, innocence ! and you really think, my deai^, that 
nothing could abate your constancy and attachment to 
your husband P 

Aman. Nothing, I am convinced. 

Ber. What if you found he lov’d another woman 
better ? 

Aman. Well! 

Ber. Well! — why were I that thing they call a 
slighted wife, somebody should run the risk of being 
that thing they call — a husband. — Don’t I talk madly F 

Aman. Madly indeed ! 

Ber. Yel I’m very innocent. 

Aman. That I dare swear you are. I know how to 
make allowances for your humour — ^but you resolve 
then never to marry again ? 

Ber. Oh no! — I resolve I will. 

Aman. How so ? 

Ber. That 1 never may. 

Aman. You banter me. 

Ber. Indeed I don’t — but I consider I’m a woman, 
and form my resolutions accordingly. 

Aman. Well, my opinion is, form what resolution 
you will, matrimony will be the end on’t. 

Ber. I doubt it — but a Heavens! I have business 

af home, and am half an hour too late. 

Aman. As you are to return with me, I’ll just give 
some orders, aud walk with you. 

Ber. Well, make baste, and we’ll finish this subject 
as we go. — AmandkX — .Ah, poor Amauda, pu 
have Jed a country lifelkWell, this discovery is lucky ! 
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Base TowdIj ! — at^mce fiilse io nfe and treacherqus to 
his friend ! and mj innocent and demure cousin too ! 
I baTe it in iny power to be revenged on her however. 
Her husband) if 1 have any skiil in countenan^, would 
be as happy in ray smiles, as Townly can hope to be in 
iie». rii make the ei^periment, come what will on’t. 
The woman who can forgive the being robb’d of a 
fitvoured lover, must be either an idiot or a wanton. 

* {Exit. 
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Enter Lord Foppington and La Varole. 

Lord F. Hej, fellow, let my vis-a-vis come to the 
door. 

La Var. Will your lordship venture so soon lo 
expose yourself to the weather r 

Lord F. Sir, I will venture as soon as I can to expose 
myself lo the ladies. 

La Far. I wish your lordship would please to keep 
house a little longer; Tm afraid your honour does not 
well tsonsider your wound. 

Lord F. My wound ! — I would not be in eclipse 
another day, though 1 had as many wounds in my body 
as 1 liave had in my heart. So mind, Varole, let these 
cards be left as directed ; for this evening 1 shall wait 
on my father-in-law, sir Tunbelly, and 1 mean to com- 
mence my devoirs to the lady, by giving an entertain- 
ment at her father’s el^nse ; and hark thee, tell Mr. 
Loveless I request he Imd his company will honofU^ 
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me with tbelr presence, or 1 shlJi think we are not 
friends. 

Im Far. I will be sure, mi ior. [Exit. 

Enter Ymng Fashion. 

Young F, Brother, your serTant; how do you find 
yourself to-day? 

Lord F. So well that I have ardered my coach to the 
door — ^80 there’s no danjjer of death this baut, Tam. 

'Young F. I’m very glad of it. 

LordF. That I believe’s a lie. [Aside] — Pr’ylhee, 
Tam, tell me one thing, did not your heart cut a caper 
up to your mauth, when you heard 1 was run through 
the bady? 

Young F. Why do you think it ^ould ? 

Lord F. Because I remember mine did so, when I 
heard my uncle was shot tbroo|id^ the head. 

Young F. It then did very ill. 

Lord E. Pr’y thee, why so? 

Young F, Because he used you very well. 

LordF. Well! — Naw, strike me dumb, he starv’d 
me ; he has let me want a thausand women, for want of 
a thausand paund. 

Young F. Then he hinder’d you from making a great 
many ill bargains ; tor 1 think no woman worth money 
that will lake money. 

Lord F. If I was a younger brother I should think 
so too. 

Young F. Then you are seldom much in love? 

Lord F. Never, stap my vitals. 

Young F. Why then did you make all this bustle 
about Amanda? 

Lord F. Because she’s a woman of an insolent virtue, 
and I thought myself piqu’d, in honour, to debadbh 
tier. 

Young F. Very well. — Here’s a rare fellow for you, 
to have the spending of ten thousand pounds a year. 
But flow for my business with him. [Aside] — Brother, 
though Ikuowto talk of busings (especially of money) 

a tiieme not quite so enterfmniog to you as tbat of 
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the mj uece^itieS aro suob, 1 hope yoa’U have 

patience to hear me. , 

Lord F. The greatness of yoar necessities, Tam, is 
the w6i%t arg^ument in the waurld for your being 
patiently heard. I do believe you are gjoing to make a 
very good speech, but strike me dumb, it has the worst 
beginning of any speech I have heard this twelvemonth. 

Young F. I’m sorry you think so. 

Lord F. i do believe thou art — -but come, let’s know 
the affair quickly. 

Young F. Why then, my case in a word is this — 
The necessary expenses of iny travels have so^much 
exceeded the wretched income of my annuity, that I 
have been forced to mortgage it for five hundred 
pounds, which is spent. So, unless you are so kind as 
to assist me in redeeming it, 1 know no remedy but to 
take a purse. 

Lord F. Why faiths Tam, to give you ray sense of 
the thing, I do think taking a purse the best remedy in 
the waurld — for if you succeed you are relieved that 
way, if you are taken — you are relieved t’other. 

Young F. I’m glad to see you are in so pleasant a 
humour; 1 hope 1 shall find the effects on’t. 

Lord F. Why, do you then really think it a rea- 
sonable thing, that I should give you five hundred 
pawnds ? 

Young F. 1 do not ask it as a due, brother ; I am 
willing to receive it as a favour. 

Lord F. Then thou art willing to receive it any how, 

strike me speechless. — But these are d n’d times 

to ^ive money in ; taxes are so great, repairs so exor- 
bitaitt, tenants such rogues, and boquets so dear, tlmt 
the devil take me, 1 am reduced to that extremity in 
ifty cash, I have been forced to retrench in that one 
article of' sweet pawder, till I have brought it dawn to 
five guineas a maunth — now judge, Tai®, whether I emi 
spare you five hundred pawnds? 

Ymm^ F, If you can’t 1 must starve, that’s all.- 

Damn him. {Aside. 
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411 I can say B, youshoold Jiav« been a 
better husband. 

Y,<mngF. Ouns!— If yoa can’t live upon ten thou- 
sand a-jear, how do yon think 1 should do’t iii|>on two 
hundred? 

Lerd F. Don’t be in a passion, Tam, for passion is 
the most unbecoming thing in the wanrld — to the face. 
Look you, I don’t love to say aiiy thing to you to make 
you melancholy, but upon this occasion I must take 
leave to put you in mincb that a running horse does 
require more attendance than a coach-horse.— Nature 
has made some difference ’twixt yon and me. 

Young F. Yes— iShe has made you older. Plague 

take her. [^Iside. 

Lord F. That is not all, Tam. 

Young F. Why, what is there else? 

Lord F. [Looks Jirst on himself and then on his 
Brother] Ask the ladies. 

Young F. Why, thou essence-bottle, thou musk-cat! 
— dost Uiou then think thou hast any advantage over 
me but what fortune has given thee ? 

Lord F, 1 do, stap my vitals. 

Young F. Now, by all that’s great and powerful, thou 
art the prince of coxcombs. 

Lord F, Sir, I am proud at being at the head of so 
{nrevailing a party. 

Young F. Will nothing provoke thee ? Draw, 

coward. 

Lord F. Look you, Tam, you know I have always 
taken you for a mighty dull fellow, and here is one of 
the foolishest plats broke out that 1 have seen a lang 
time. Your poverty makes life so burdensome to you, 
you would provoke me to a quarrel, in hopes either to 
slip through my lungs into my estate, or to get yourseif 
run through the guts, to put an end to yoqr pain, bull 
will disappoint you in both your designs ; far with the 
temper m a philasi^ber, and the discretion of a states- 
man — I shall leave the room with my sword in the 
scabbard. if [Exit. 
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Yo^ngF. So r farewell, brother ; and now» ctmaci^ce, 
I defj thee. — -liorj ! 

Enter Lory. 

Lory. Sir. 

Young F. Here’s rare news. Lory; his lordship has 
given me a pill has purged off* all my scruples. 

Lory. Then my heart’s at ease again. For I have 
been in a lamentable fright, sir, ever since your con- 
science bad Ihe impudence to intrude Into your com- 

p»“y* 

Young F. Be at peace ; it will come there no moreu 
my brother has given it a wring by the nose, and I 
have kick’d it down stairs. So run away to the inn, 
^t the chaise ready quickly, and bring it to dame 
^upler’s without a moment’s delay. 

Lory. Then, sir, you are going straight about the 
fortune ? 

Young F. I am. — Away — fly. Lory. 

Lory. The happiest day I ever saw. I’m upon the 
wing already; now then I shall get my wages. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. A Garden. 

Enter 1 jOVei.^ss and Servant. 

Love. Is my wife within ? 

Serv. No, sir, she has gone out this half hour. 

Love. Well, leave me. [Exit Servant^ How strangely 
does my mind run on this widow — never was my heart 
so suddenly seiz’d on before — ^thatmy wife should pick 
out her, of all womankind, to be her playfellow. — But 
whaU fate does, let fate answer for — 1 sought it not— 
soh! — by heav’ns ! — here she comes. 

Enter Berinthxa. 

Ber. What makes you look so thoughtful, sir? I 
hope you are not ill ? 

Love. I was debating, madam, whether I was so <m* 
not, and that was it which made me look so thought- 
ful. 

Ber. Is it then so hard matter to decide? — I thought 



^ AtRIPTO ACTS* 

all pedi^ were acqoaiol^d witih their own Mies, 
thouji^h tew people know Ijheir own minds. 

Love, What if the distemper 1 suspect be in the 
mind? 

Ber. Whj then I’ll undertake to prescribe you a 
cure. 

Love. Alas! you undertake you know not what. 

Ber. So far at least then you allow me to be a phy- 
sician. 

Love. Nay, I’ll allow you to be so yet further; for I 
have reason to believe, should 1 put myself into your 
hands, you would increase my distemper. 

Ber. How ? 

Love. Oh, you might betray me to my wife. 

Ber. And so lose ail my practice. 

Love. Will you then keep my secret ? 

Ber. 1 will. 

Love. Well — but swear it. 

Ber, 1 swear by woman. 

Love. Nay, that’s swearing by my deity; swear by 
your own, and I shall believe you. 

Ber. Well then, I swear by man ! 

Love. I’m satisfied. Now hear my symptoms, and 
give me your advice. The first were these, when I saw 
you at the play, a random glance you threw at first 
alarm’d me. 1 could not turn iny eyes from whence 
the danger came — 1 gaz’d upon you till my heart began 
to pant — nay, even now on your approaching me, my 
illness is so increas’d, that if you do not help me 1 shall, 
whilst you look on, consume to ashes. 

[Takes her Hand. 

Ber. O Lord, let me go; ’tis the plague, and we 
shall be infected. [Breaking from him. 

Love. Then we’ll die together, my charming anget. 

Ber. 0 ’gad! the devil’s in you. Lord, let me go 
— there’s somebody coming. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Sir, my lady’s come ho&e, and desires to speak 
with you. 
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Lo^e. Tell iier I’la coijimg. [Eirit .Semmf]— Bttf 
efoi% I go, one glass of neolar lo drink her health. 

» • [To Berinihia. 

Ber, Inland off, or I shall hale yoa, by heavens. 

Love, [Kissing her} In matters of Ipve, a woman’s 
oath is no more to be minded than a man’s. [Exit. 

Ber, Um ! . 

• Entet' Colonel Townly. 

Col. T. Soh ! what’s here — Berinihia and Loveless — 
^nd in such close conversation ! — 1 cannot now wonder 
"at her indifference in es-cnsing herself to me ! — O rare 
woman — well then, let Loveless look lo his wife, ’twill 
be but the retort courteous on both sides. Your ser- 
Tanl, madam, I need not ask you how you do, you have 
got so good a colour. 

Ber. No better than I used to have, I suppose. 

Col. T. A little more blood in your cheeks. 

Ber. I have been walking ! 

Col. T. Is that ail ? Pray was it Mr. Loveless went 
from here just now.? 

Ber. O ves — be has been walking with me. 

CoLT. He has! 

Ber. Upon ray word I think he is a very agreeable 
man I — and there is certainly something particularly 
insinuating in his address ! 

Col, T. So, so ! she lias’n’t even the modesty to dis- 
semble! [Aside] Pray, madam, may 1, without imper- 
tinence, trouble you with a few serious questions? 

Ber, As many as you please ; but pray let them be as 
little^serious as possible. 

Col. T, Is it not near two years since I have presumed 
to address you ? 

^er. I don’t know exactly — but it has been a tedious 
long time. 

CoLT, Have I not, during that period, had every 
reason to believe that my assiduities were far from 
being unacceptable ? 

Ber, Why, to do y#o justice, you have been ecr- 
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tiwoely tronbl^me— and I confess I iave been, more 
civil to you Ilian yon deseered. 

Col. T. Did I not oome to this place at yoar express 
desire, and for no purpose but the honour olr meeting 
von?— and after waiting a month in disappointment, 
rave yon condescended to explain, or in the slightest 
way apologize, for your conduct? 

Ber. 0 heavens! apologize for my conduct! — apo- 
logize to you ! — 0 you barbarian ! — But pray now, my 
good serious colonel, have you any thing more to 
add ? 

Col. T» Nothing, madam, but that after such beha- 
viour 1 am less surprised at what I saw just now ; it is 
not very wonderful that the woman who can trifle with 
the delicate addresses of an honourable lover, should be 
foand coquetting with the husband of her friend. 

Ber. Very true — no more wonderful than it was for 
this honourable lover to divert himself in the absence 

this coquette, with endeavouring to seduce his friend’s 
wife! 0 colonel, colonel, don’t talk of honour or your 
friend, for heaven’s sake. 

Col.T. ’Sdeath! how came she to suspect this!— 
[Aside] Really, madam, I don’t understand you. 

Ber. Nay — nay — you saw I did not pretend to mis- 
understand you. — But here comes the lady — perhaps 
you would be glad to be left with her ftwr an expla- 
nation. 

Col. T. 0 madam, this recrimination is a poor re- 
sonrce ; and to convince yon how much you are mis- 
taken, 1 beg leave to decline the hapjnness you propose 
me. — Madam, your servant. 

Enter A-MATHfiA. Colonel Townly whispers 
Amanda and exit, 

Ber, He carries it off* well, however — ^upon my word 
— very well I — how tenderly they part !— {Aside]— So, 
cousin — hope yon have not been obiding your admirmr 
for being with me— 1 assure you we have been talking 
of you. 
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Atrtftn* Fie^ Berinfilia ! — my admirer — will yoa neTV^r 
learn to talk in earnest of ai9y thing? 

Ber. ^by this shall be in earnest, if you please; 
for my part 1. only tell you matter of fact. 

Aman. Pm sure there’s so much jest and earnest in 
what you say to me on this subject, 1 s<mrce know how 
to take it. — I have just parted with Mr. Loveless — 
perhaps it is fancy, but I think there is an alteration in 
Lis manner wliich alarms me. 

Ber. And so you are jealous.^ is that all? 

Aman. That all! — is jealousy, then, nothing? 

Ber. It should be nothing, if I were in your case. 

Aman. Why, what wool®* you do ? 

Ber. Pd cure myself. 

Aman. How? 

Ber. Care as little for my husband as he did for me. 
Look yon, Amanda, you may bnild castles in the air, 
and fume, and fret, and grow thin, and lean, and pale, 
and ugl^, if you please ; but I tell you, no man worth 
having, is true to his wife> or ever was, or ever will be 
so. 

Aman. Do you then really think he’s false to me? 
for 1 did not suspect him. 

Ber. Think so! — I am sure of it. 

Aman. You are sure on’t ? 

Ber. Positively — he fell in love at the play. 

Aman. Right — the very same — but who could have 
told you this? 

Ber. Um O — ^Townly!- 1 suppose your hus- 

band has made him his conl^dant. 

Am<m. O base Loveless ! — and what did Townly say 
on’t? 

Ber. So, so — why should she ask that? J^Aside'^ 

Say^ — why he abused Loveless extremely, and said all 
file tender things of you in the world. 

Aimm. Did he ? — Dh ! my heart ! — Pm ill — 
dear Berinthia, dou’t leave me a moment. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. Outside rf Sir Yunbelly’s Bouse. 

« 

Enter Young Fashion and Lory. 

Young F. So — here’s oar inheritance, Lory,Sf we can 
but ^t into possession — bat roethioks the seat of oar 
family looks like Noah’s ark, aS if the chief part on’l 
were designed for the fowls of the air, and the beasts 
of the field. 

Lory. Pray, sir, don’t let your head fun npon the 
orders of building here — get but the heiress, let the 
devil take the house. 

Young F. Get but the bouse! let the devil take the 
heiress, I say — but come, lie have no time to squander, 
knock at the door — [Lory knocks two or three Times] — 
What the devil have they got no ears in this house f — 
Knock harder. 

Lory. ’Egad, sir, this will prove some enchanted 
castle — we shall have the giant come out, by-and-by, 
with his flub, and beat our brains out. [Xnoc/cs again. 

Young F. Hush, they come. 

Serv. [Within] Who is there 

Lory. Open the door and see — is that your country 
breeding r 

Serv. \y, but two words to that bargain — ^Turamas, 
is the blunderbuss prim’d ? 

Young F. Ouns! give ’em good words. Lory— or we 
shall be shot here a fortune catching. 

Lory. ’Egad, sir, I think you’re in the right on’t — 
ho! — Mr. What-d’ye-call-’um — will you please to let us 
in ? or are we to be left to grow Jiae willows by your 
moat side 

Servant appears at the Window with a Blunderbuss. 

Serv. Well naw, what’s ya’re business? c 

Young F. Nothing, sir, but to wait upon sir Tun- 
belly, with your leave. 

Serv. To weat upon sir. Tunbelly ?— why you’ll find 
that’s just as sir Tunbelly pleases. 

Young F, But will you do ite the favour, sir, to know 
whether sir Tunbelly pleases or not? 
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Serv. Why, look d’ye see, witk j^ood words tnnoh 
may fee doue. — Ralph, go thy ways, and ask sir Tan- 
belly if^e pleases to be waited upon — and, dost hear, 
call to n^se, that she may lock up miss Hoyden before 
the gates open. 

Young F. D’ye hear that, Lory? 

Enter Sir Tunbelly Clumsy, with Servants, armed 
with Guns, Clubs, Pitchforks, <^c. 

Lory. O ! [Jluns behind his Master] Q Lord^ O Lord, 
Lord, we are both dead men I 

Young F, Fool! thy fear will ruin us. 

♦ [Apart to Lory, 

Lory. My fear, sir? ’Sdeatb, sir, I fear nothing. : 

[Apart] Would 1 were well up to the chin in a norse- 
pond I [Aside, 

Sir T. Who is it here hath any business with me? 

Young F, Sir, ’tis 1, if your name be sir Tunbelly 
Clumsy. 

Sir T. Sir, ray name is sir Tunbelly Clumsy, whether 

you have any business with me or not. So you see 

1 am not asham’d.of my name, nor my face either. 

Young F. Sir, you have no cause, that I know of. 

Sir T. Sir, if you have no caa.se either, I desire to 
know who you are ; for, till I know your name, 1 shan’t 
ask you to come into my house ; and when 1 do know 
your name, ’tis six to four I don’t ask you then. 

Young F, Sir, 1 hope you’ll find this letter an au- 
thentic passport. [Gives him a Letter. 

SirT. Cod’s my life, from Mrs. Coupler! 1 ask 

your Jlordship’s pardon ten thousand times [To his 

iS'errmit] Here, run in a-doors quickly ; get a Scotch 
coal fire in the parlour, set all the Turkey-work chairs in 
thdir places, get the brass candlesticks out, and be sure 
stick the socket full of laurel — ruii-^[7’imis to Young 

l^ashion] My lord, I ask your lordship’s pardon. 

{_To the Servant] And, do you hear, run away to nurse, 
bid her let miss Hoyden loose again. [Exit Sermnf] I 
hope your honour will eStcuse the disorder of my family 

-We are not used to receive men of your lordship’s, 

\ « 
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great qaality every day. Pray wl)ere are your coaches 
aad servants, my lord? a 

Young F. Sir, that I might give you and your daugh- 
ter a proof how impatient I am to be nearer akin to 
you, I left my equipage to follow me, and came away 
post with only one servant. 

Sir T. Your lordship does me too much honour — it 
was exposing your person to too much fatigue and 
danger, I protest it was; but my daughter shall endea- 
vour to make you what amends she can ; i^nd though I 
say it, that should not say it, Hoyden has charms. 

Young F. Sir, f am not a stranger to them, though I 
am to her : common fame has done her justice. 

Sir T. My lord, 1 am common fame’s very grateful, 

humble servant. My lord, my girl’s young Hoyden 

is young, iny lord : but this 1 must say for her, what 
she wants in art, she has in breeding ; and what’s want- 
ing in her age, is made good in her constitution So 

pray, my lord, walk in ; pray, my lord, walk in. 

Young F, Sir, 1 wait upon you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE lY. 

An Apartment in ISir Tunbelly Clumsy’s House. 

Miss Hoyden discovered. 

Miss H. Sure nobody was ever used as I am. I 
know well enough what other girls do, for all they 
think to make a fool o’me. It’s well I have a husband 
a coming, or i’cod I’d marry the baker, I would so. — 
Nobody can knock at the gate, but presently 1 must be 
locked up; and here’s the young greyhound can run 

loose about the house all Ibe day long, so she can 

^Tis very well 

Nurse, [Without, opening the Door] Miss Hoyden, 
miss, miss, miss ! Miss Hoyden! 

Enter Nurse. 

Miss H. Well, what do you make such a noise for, 

ha.'’ What do you din a body’s ears for? Can’t one? 

be at quiet for you ? 
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JVttrse. What do^l din yoar ears for? Here’s one 
come will din your ears for^ou. 

Miss^. What care I who’s come? I care not a 
who conies, or who goes, as long as 1 must be lock’d 
up like the ale-cellar. 

Nurse. That, miss, is for fear should be drank 
before you are ripe. 

MissH. Oh, don’t trouble your head about that; 
I’m as ripe as you, though not so mellow. 

Nurse. Vfry well. Now I have a good mind to lock 
you op again, and not let you see my lord to-night. 

Miss H. My lord ! W^by, is my husband come? 

Nurse. Yes, marry, is he; and a goodly person loo. 

Miss H. [Hugs Nurse] Oh, my dear nurse, forgive 
me this once, and I’ll never ifiisuse you again ; no, if I 
do, you shall give me three thumps on the back, and a 
great pinch by the cheek. 

Nurse. Ah, the poor thing! see now it melts ; it’s as 
full of good nature as an egg’s full of meal. 

Miss H. But, rny dear nurse, don’t lie now — is he 
come, by your troth? 

Nurse. Yes, by my truly, is he. 

Miss H. O Lord ! Til go and pu^n my laced tucker, 
though Tm lock’d op for a month for’t. [Exeunt. 
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your interest and mine. Your father, I suppose you 
know, has resolved to maloe roe happy in being your 
husband ; and I hope I may obtain your consent 4o per- 
form what he desires. 

Miss H. Sir, I never disobey my father in any thing 
but eating green gooseberries. 

Young F. So good a daughter most needs be an ad- 
mirable wife. I am thereiore impatient till you are 
mine, and hope you will so far consider the violence of 
my love, that you won’t have the cruelly to defer my 
happiness so long as your father designs it. 

missH. Pray, my lord, how long is that? 

Young F. Madam, a Ihoosand years — a whole week. 

MissH, Why I thought it was to be to-rnorrow 
morning, as soon as I was up. I’m sore nurse told me 
so. 

Young F. And it shall be to-morrow morning, if 
you’ll consent. 

Miss H, If I’ll consent? Why I thought I was to 
obey you as my husband? 

Young F. I’liat’s when we are married. Till then, 
I’m to obey you. 

Miss H. Why then, if we are to take it by turns, it’s 
the same thing. I’ll obey you now, and when we are 
married, you shall obey roe. 

Young F. With all iny heart. But I doubt we must 
get nurse on our side, or we shall hardly prevail with 
the chaplain. 

Miss H. No more we shan’t, indeed ; for he loves 
her belter than he loves his pulpit, and would always 
be a preaching to her by his good will. 

Young F, Why then, my dear, if you’ll call her 
hither, we’il persuade her presently. 

Miss H. 0 lud. I’ll tell you a way how to persuade 
her to any thing. 

Young F, How’s that? 

Mm li. Why tell her she’s a handsome, comely 
woman, and give her half-a-crown. 

Younp F. Nav. if that will no. she shall have half a 
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Miss H. O geoain^ ! for tiialf Ifaat she’d marr yo%s 
herself. — I’ll run and call her. [EjciU 

Toung F, Soh ! matters go on swimmingly. This is 
a rare gkl, i’faith. 1 shall have a fine time on’t with 
her at Liondon. 

Enter Lory. 

So, Lory, what’s the matter.^ 

Lory, Here, sir — an intercepted packet from the 
enemy; your brother’s postillion brought it. I knew 
the livery, pretended to be a servant of sir Tunbelly’s, 
and so got possession of the letter. 

Young F. [Looks at the Letter] Ouns! he tells sir 
Tunbelly here that he will be with him this evening, 
with a large party to supper. — ’Egad, 1 must marry the 
girl directly. 

Lory. Oh, zounds, sir, directly to be snre. Here 
she comes. [Larit. 

Young F, And the old Jesabel with her. 

Re-enter Miss Hoyden and Nurse, 

How do you do, good Mrs. Nurse? 1 desired your young 
lady would give me leave to see you, that I might thank 
you for your extraordinary care and kind conduct in 
her education : pray accept of this small acknowledg* 
ment for it at present, and depend upon my further 
kindness when 1 shall be that happy thing, her hus- 
band. [Gives her Money. 

Nurse. Gold, by the maakins! \ Aside] Your honour’s 
goodness is too great. Alas’, all 1 can boast of is, 1 

g ave her pure good milk, and so your honour would 
ave said,an you bad seen how the poor thing thrived — 
and fiow it would look up in my face — and crow and 
laugh, it would. 

•Miss H, ^To Nurse, taking her angrily aside] Pray 
one word with you. Pr’ythee, nurse, don’t stand rip- 
ping up old stories, to make one ashamed before one’s 
love. Do you think such a fine proper gentleman as 
he is, cares for a fiddle-come tale of a child ? If yon 
have a mind to make4iim have a good opinion of a 
woaiaoy don’t tell him what one did then, tell him what 
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one can do nolr. 1 ho^ yoa% honour will excose 

HI? luis-manners to whisper before you ; it was only to 
give some orders about the family. j 

FoMiig F. Oh, every thing, madam, is to gi^ way to 
business ; besides, good housewifery is a very commend- 
able quality in a young lady. 

Mm H. Pray, sir, are young ladies good housewives 
at Ltuidon-town? Do they darn their own linen? 

Ymug F, Oh, no, they study how to spend money, 
not to save. 

Miss H. ‘Ecod, I don’t know but that may be better 
sport, ha, nurse? 

Fenwg F. Well, you shall hare your choice when 
you ooine there. 

Miss H. Shall I?— then, by my troth, I’ll gel there 

as fast as 1 can. His honour desires y.ou’11 be so 

kind as to let us be married to-morrow. [To Nurse. 

Nurse. To morrow, my dear madam? 

Young F. Ay, faith, nurse, you may well be sur- 
prised at miss’s wanting to put it off so long. To- 
morrow! no, no; ’tis now, this very hour, 1 would 
have the ceremony performed. 

Miss H. ’Ecod, with all my heart. 

Nurse. Oh, mercy I worse and worse! 

Young F. Ves, sweet nurse, now and privatelv; for 
all things being signed aud sealed, why should sir Tun- 
belly make us slay a week for a wedding-dinner? 

Nurse. But if you .sliould be married now, what will 
you do when sir Tunbelly calls for you to be married ^ 

Miss H. Why then we will be married again. 

Nurse. What twice, my child ? 

Miss H. ’Ecod, I don’t care how often I’m married 
not I, ’ 


Nurse. Well, I’m such a tender-hearted fool I fin^ I 
cao relose you nothing. So you shall e’en follow your 
own luventiuns. ^ 

^ ^ I could leap over the 

rnj,w F. Dear nurse, lliis goodness of jours shall 
be atill more rewarded. But now jon mnsl einpluf 
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jour power with the cfaaipl^in, that he maj do his 
friendTj office too, and^then vie shall be all happj. Do 
jou Ihinijf YOU can prevail with him? 

iSTwrse. ‘■Prevail with him ; or he shall never prevail 
with me, 1 can tell him that. 

Young F. I’m glad to hear it ; however, to strengthen 
yonr interest with him, you may let him know 1 have 
several fat livings in my gift, and that the first that 
falls shall be in your disposal. 

ISiurse. Nay, then Pll make him marry more folks 
than one. I’ll promise him. 

Miss H. Faith, do, nurse, make him marry you too ; 
I’m sure he’ll do’t for a fat living. 

Young F. Well, nurse, while you go and settle mat- 
ters with him, your lady and 1 will go and take a walk 
in the garden. [Exit Nnrse] Come, madam, dare you 
venture yourself alone with me? 

[Takes Miss Hoyden hy the Hand, 
Miss H. Oh dear yes, sir; I don’t thinlk. you’ll do 
any thing to me 1 need be afraid on. [Fjxeunt, 


SCENE U. Amanda’s Dressing-room. 

Enter Amanda, followed hy her Maid. 

Maid. If you please, madam, only to say whether 
you’ll have me buy them or not ? 

Aman. Yes — no — Go, teaser; I care not what you 
do. Pr’ylliee leave me. [Exit Maid, 

Enter Berinthia. 

Berl What, in the ifhme of Jove, is the matter with 
you ? 

Aman. The matter, Berinthia? I’m almost mad ; I’m 
plagu’d to death. 

Ber. Who is it that plagues you ? 

Aman. Who do you think should plague a wife, but 
ber husband ? 

Ber. O, ho! is it com'i to that? We shall have 

you wisli yourself a widow, by-and-by. 
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Aman. Would I were Inj tbifg bat what 1 am ! A 
base, ungrateful man, to tse me thus ! 

Ber. What, has he given jon fresh reason ^ suspect 
his wandering f ^ 

Aman. Every hour gives me reason. 

Ber. And yet, Amanda, you perhaps at this moment 
cause in another’s breast the same tormenting doubts 
and jealousies which jou feel so sensibly yourself. 

Aman. Heaven knows 1 would not. 

Ber. Why, you cau’l tell but there may be some one 
as tenderly attach’d to Townly, whom you boast of as 
your conquest, as you can be to your husband. 

Aman. i’m sure I never emsouraged his pretensions. 

Ber. Pshaw! pshaw! No sensible man ever perse- 
veres to love without encouragement. Why have you 
not treated him as you have lord Poppington ? 

Aman. Because he presum’d not so far. But let us 
drop the subject. Men, not women, are riddles. Mr. 
Loveless now follows some flirt for variety, whom I’m 
sure he does not like so well as he does me. 

Ber, That’s more than you know, madam. 

Aman. Why, do you know the ugly thing? 

Ber. I think I can guess at the person ; but she’s no 
such ugly thing neither. 

Aman. Is she very handsome? 

Ber, Truly 1 think so. 

Aman. Whale’er she be, Tm sure he does not lik® 
her well enough to bestow any thing more than a little 
outward gallaiilry upon her. 

Ber. Outward ■'gallantry I I can’t bear this. [Aside] 
Lome, come, don’t you be too secure, Amanda: while ' 
you suffer Towiily to imagine that you do not detest 
him tor Ins designs on you, you have no right to com-’ 
plain that your husband is engaged elsewhere. 'But 
here comes the person we were speaking of. 

Enter Colonel Town LY. 

Col T. Ladies, as 1 come uninvited, I beg, if J in. 
mide, you will use the same freedom in turning me out 
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Aman. 1 believe it 's near >the time Loveless said 
he would be at home. He ’italked of accepting of 
lord Fopplngton^s invitation to sup at sir Tuubelly 
Cluinsv’s. 

CoL T. His lordship has done me the honour to invite 
[me also. If youMI lei me escort you. I’ll let you into a 
imystery as we go, in which you must play a part when 
we arrive. 

Aman, But we have two hours yet to spare; the 
carriages are not ordered till eight, and it is not a five 
minute’s drive. So, cousin, let us keep the colonel to 
play at piquet with us, till Mr. Loveless comes iiome. 

Ber. As you please, madam; but you know I have a 
letter to write. 

Col. T. Madam, you know you may command me, 
though I am a very wretched gamester. 

Amar:,. Oh, you play well enough to lose your money, 
and that’s all the ladies require ; and so, without any 
more ceremony, let us go into the next room, and call 
fir cards and candies. [^Exeimt, 


SCENE 111. Berinthia’s Dressing-room, 

FMter Loveless. 

Love. So — thus far all’s well — I have got into her 
dressing-room, and it being dusk, "I think nobody has 
perceived me steal into the house. 1 heard Berinthia 
^tell my wife she had some particular letters to write 
this evening, before she went to sir Tuiibelly’s, and 

here are the implements of correspondence. How 

shall I muster up assurance to show myself when she 
comes?' — I think she has given me encouragement; and 
Ho do ray impudence justice, I have made the most of 
It.— 4 hear a door open, and some one coming. If it 
should be my wife, what the devil should 1 say r* — I be- 
lieve she mistrusts me, and by my life, I don’t deserve 
Jier tenderness ; however, lam determined to reform, 
though not yet. Ha! Berinthia! So I’ll step in here, 
flull 1 see what sort of hutmour she is in. 

[Goes into the Closet, 
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Ber. Was ever so provoking a situation]. To think 
1 should sit and hear him coinplimenl Aminda to my 
face ! I have lost all patience with them both. I would 
not for something have Loveless know what temper of 
mind they have piqued me into; yet I can’t bear to 
leave them together. No — I’ll put my papers away, 
and return to disappoint them. [Goes to the Closet] 0 
Lord ! a ghost ! a ghost ! a ghost ! 


Re-enter Loveless. 

Love- Peace, my angel, it’s no ghost, but one worth 
a hundred spirits. 

Ber. How, sir, have you had the insolence to pre- 
sume to run in again— here’s somebody coming.* 

[Loveless goes into the Closet. 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. 0 Lord, ma’am, what’s the matter.^ 

Ber. 0 heavens! I’m almost frightened out of my 
wits! I thought verily I had seen a ghost, and ’twas 
nothing but a black hood, pinn’d against the w^l. — 
You may go again— 1 am the fearfullesl fool. 

[£xit Maid. 

Re-enter Loveless. 

Love. Is the coast clear? 

Btr. The coast clear? Upon my word, I wonder at 
your a.ssiirance! 

Love Why then you wonder before I have given, 
you a [irot)f of it. But where’s my wife ? 

Ber. A I cards. 

Love. With whom? 

Ber. With Townfy. 

Love. 'I'hen we are safe enough. 

Ber. You are so? Some husbands would be of ano- 
ther mind, were he at cards with their wives. 

Love. And they’d be in the right on’t too; but f 
dare trust mine. 

Ber. Indeed ! and she, I doubt not, has the same 
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confidence in you. do ycu think she’d be content 

Lo come and find you h 're? 

Love. ’Egad, as you say, that’s true — then, for fear 
■she shoula come, hadn’t we belter go into the next 
room, out of her way? 

Ber. What, in llie dark ? 

Love. Ay, or with a light, which you please. 

Ber. You are certainly very impudent. 

Love. Nay then — let me conduct you, my angel. 

Ber. Hold, hold, you are mistaken in your angel, I 
assure you. 

Love. I hope not; for by this hand I swear. 

Ber, Come, come, let go my hand, or 1 shall hate 
yon — I’ll cry out, as 1 live. 

Love. Impossible! 3’ou cannot be so cruel. 

Ber. Ha! here’s some one coming. Be gone in- 
stantly. 

Love. Will yon promise to return, if I remain here? 

Ber. Never trust myself in a room again with you 
while 1 live. 

Love. But I have something particular to communi- 
cate to you. 

Ber. Well, well, before we go lo sir Tunbefly’s, I’ll 
walk upon the lawn. If you are fond of a moonlight 
evening, you’ll find me there. 

Love. I’faith, they’re coining here now, I lake you 
at your word. ^Exit Loveless into the Closet. 

Ber. ’Tis Amanda, as I live. I hope she has not 
heard his voice; though I mean she should have her 
share of jealousy in her turn. 

* Enter Amanda. 

Aman. Berinthia, why did you leave me ? 

Btr. I thought I only spoil’d your. party. 

Aman. Since you have been gone, Townly has at- 
tempted to renew his importunities. I must break 
^itli him — for I cannot venture to acquaint Mr. Love- 
less with his conduct. 

Ber. Oh, no! Mr. Lo^less mustn’t know of it by 
l^ny means. 
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Aman. Oh, not for tijfe world 1 wish, Berinthia, 

yoo would undertake to^speak^o Townly on Ihe sub- 
ject. 

Ber. Upon my word — it would be a Fe'ry pleasant 
subject for me to talk upon. But come, let us go back ; 
and you may depend on’t I’ll not leave you together 
again, if 1 can help it. [Exeunt, 

Re-enter Loveless. 

Love. Soh — so! a pretty piece of business I hare 
overheard ! Townly makes love to my wife, and I am 
not to know it for all the world. 1 must inquire into 
this— and, by heav’n, if I find that Amanda has, in the 

smallest degree Yet what have I been at here! 

0, ’sdeath ! that’s no rule. 

That wife alone unsullied credit wins, 

Whose virtues can atone her husband’s sins. 

1 bus, while the man has other nymphs in view, 

It suits the woman to be doubly true. [Eait. 




SCENE I. A Garden, Moonlight. 

Enter Loveless. 

Love. Now, does she mean to make a fool of me, or 
not? I shan’t wait mncb longer, for my wife will soon 
be inquiring for me to set out on our supping-party. 
Suspense is at all times the devil — but of all modes of 
iuspense, the watching for a loitering mistress is the. 
worst. — But let me accuse her no longer; she ap- 
proaches with one smile, to overpay the anxieties of a 
jear. 

, Enter Berinthia. 

D, Berinthia, what a world of kindness are you in my 

debt! had you staid five minutes longer 

BA', You would have gone, I suppose? 

Love, ^Egad, she’s right enough. [_Aside. 

Ber, And I assure yon ’twas ten to one that 1 came 
all. In short, I begin to think you are too danger- 
ous a being to.trifle with; and as I shall probably only 
make a fool of you at last, t believe we had belter let 
matters rest as they are. 


ACT 5. 
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l/ouc. You cannot ine.^ it, siye? 

Ber. What more wouW jou^ave me give to a mar- 
ried man ? 

Lave, How doubly cruel to remind me of my misfor- 
tunes! 

Ber. A misforUine to be married to so charming a 
woman as Amanda? 

Lave. I grant all her merit, but ’Sdealli! now see 

whal voo have done by talking of her — she’sdiere, by 
all lliat’s unlucky, ainl 'J'ownly with her — I’ll observe 
them. 

Ber. 0 Ged, we had bdlcr gel out of the way; for 
I should feel a.s awkward to meet her as you. 

Love. Ay, if I ini.stake not, I see Townly coming 
this way also. 1 must see a little into this matter. 

[Steps aside. 

Ber. Oh, if that’s your intenlion, I am no woman, if 
I suffer myself to be outdone in curiosity. 

[Goes on the other Side. 

Enter Amanda. 

Aman. Mr. Loveless come home, and walking on the 
lawn! 1 will not suffer him to walk so late, though 

f erhaps it is to show his neglect of me. Mr. Loveless, 
must speak with you. Ha! Townly again! How I 
am persecuted ! 

Enter Colonel Townly, 

Col. T. Madam, you .seem disturbed. 

Aman. Sir, 1 have reason. 

CoL T. Whatever be thei cause, I would lo^ heaven 
it were in iny power to bear the pain, or to remove the 
malady. 

Aman. Your interference can only add to my dis- 
tress. 

Col. T. Ah, madam, if it be the sling of unrequited 
love you suffer from, seek for your remedy in revenge j 
weigh well the strength and beauty of your charms, 
and rouse up that spirit a wfiman ought to bear. Dis- 
dain the false embraces of a husband. See at your feel 
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a real lover; his zeal maj him lille to jour pilj, 
although his merit oailbot clslm your love. 

Love. So, so, very fihe, i*i*aith. [/4strfe. 

ilman.^hy do you presume to talk to me thus? — Is 
this your friendship to Mr. lioveless? I perceive you 
will compel me at last to acquaint him with your 
treachery. 

Col. T. He could not upbraid me if you were — he 
deserves it from me ; for he has not been more false to 
you, than faithless to me. 

Aman. To you ? 

Col. T. Yes, madam ; the lady for whom he now 
deserts those charms which he was never worthy of, 
was mine by right ; and 1 imagined too, b}' inclination. 
— Yes, madam Berinthia, who now 

Aman. Berinthia! Impossible! 

Col. T. ’Tis true, or may I never merit your atten- 
tion. She is the deceitful sorceress who now holds 
your husband’s heart in bondage. 

Aman. I will not believe it. 

Cot. T. By the faith of a truelover, I speak from 
conviction. This very day I saw them together, and 
overheard 

Aman. Peace, sir, I will not even listen to such 
slander — this is a poor device to work on my resent- 
ment, to listen to your insiduous addresses. Nd, sir, 
though Mr. Loveless may be capable of error, I am 
convinced I cannot be deceived so grossly in him, as to 
believe what you now report; and for Berinthia, you 
should have fixed on some more probable person for 
my rival, than she who is my relation and niy friend ; 
for wlfile 1 am myself free from guilt, I will never 
believe that love can beget injury, or confidence create 
ingratitude. 

Col. T, If I do not prove to you 

Aman, You never shall have an opportunity. From 
the artful manner in which you first showed yourself to 
me, 1 might have been led, as far as virtue permitted, 
to have thought you less criminal than unhappy ; but 
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this last nnmanlj arlifice , perils at onoe my resenUnei 
and coni empt, i [i-ait. 

CoL T, Sure there’s divinity about her ; and she has 
dispensed some portion of honour’s light U me: yet 
can 1 bear to lose Beriiilhia without revenge or coni- 
pensalioiiP Perhaps she is not so culpable as 1 thoughi 
her. 1 was mistaken when 1 l)egan to think lightly oi 
Amanda’s virtue, and may be in iny censure of my 
Berinthia. Surely I love her still, for i feel 1 should w 
happy to find myself in the wrong. [Exit. 


Re-enter Lovkless and Berinthia. 

Ber. Your servant, Mr. Loveless. 

Love Your servant, madam. 

Ber. Pray what do you think of this? 

Lore Truly, I don’t know what to say. 

Ber. Don’t you think we steal forth two contemptible 
creatures.^ 

Love. Why tolerably so, 1 must confess. 

Ber. And do you conceive it possible for you ever 
to give .Amanda the least uneasiness again r 

Love. No, 1 think we never should, indeed. 

ber. We! — why, monster, you don’t pretend that 1 
ever entertain'd a thought r 

Love. Why then, sincerely and honestly, Berinthia, 
there is something in my wile’s conduct which strikes 
me so forcibly, that if it were not for shame, and the 
fear of hurling you in her opinion, I swear 1 would 
folb)w her, confess my error, and trust to her gene- 
rosity for forgiveness 

Ber. Nay, pr'ythee, don’t let your respect for me 
prevent you ; for as my object in trifling with you was 
nothing more than to pique Townly, and as 1 perceive 
he has been actuated by a similar motive, you may 
depend on’t I shall make no mystery of the matter to 
him. 

Love. By no means inform him ; for though I may 
chouse to pass by his conduct without resentment, how 
will he presume to look me ip the (ace agaio ? 
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Ber. How will vou presmi|e to look him in Uie fiico 
Sgaifi a- \ * 

Bom. He who has oared lo attempt the hondor of 
pij wife ! • 

"Ber. Yoo, who have dared to attempt Ihe honour 
his mistress! Come, come, he ruled hv me, who 
fleet mure levity than 1 have, and don't think of an^er 
n this cause. A readiness to resent injuries, is a virtue 
»n!v w those who are slow to injure 
Love. Then I will be ruled by you ; and when you 
Ehall think proper lo undeceive Townly, may your 
^ood qualities jnake as sincere a convetL of him, as 

[^maiida’s have of me. V\ hen truth's extorted from 

us, then we own the robe of virtue is a sacred habit. 
Could women but our secret counsels scan — 

Could they but reach the deep reserve of man — 

To keep our love they’d rale their virtue hi^rh. 

They live together, and together die. [Kreunt, 

SCENE II. Sir Tundellv CluxMSy’s House. 
Enter Miss Hoyden, Nurse, and Youn^ Fashion. 

Youno F. This quick dispatch of the chaplain's I 
take soYindiy, it shall give him claim to my favour as 
long as I live, I assure you. 

Mm H. And lo mine, too, 1 promise you. 

Nurse. I most humbly thank your honours ; and roav 
our children swarm about you like bees about a honey- 
orab. 

MissH. I’cod, with all my heart — the more the 
aaerrier, 1 say — ba, nurse? 

Enter Lory. 

l 4 rry. One word with you, for heaven’s sake. 

[Taking Young Fashion hastily aside, 
Yotmg F. Wbat the devil’s the mailer? 

^ Lory. Sir, your fortune’s rain'd if you are not mar- 
ried. ^ Y onder’s your brother arrived, with two coaches 
&ad six horses, twenty footmen, and a coat worth four- 
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seore pounds — so judge wbal will become of juur 
lady’s heart. y 

Young F. Is he in the house yet? 

Lory. No, they are capitulating with him at the srale. 
Sir Tunl>elly luckily takes him for an impostor ; and J 
have told him that we had heard of ibis plot before. 

Young F. That’s right . — [Turjiing to Miss hoyden] 
My dear, here’s a troublesome business my man tells 
me of, but don’t be frighten’d, we shall be too hard for 
the rogue. — Here’s an impudent fellow at the gate (not 
knowing 1 was come hither incognito) has taken uiy 
name upon him, in ho|>es to run away with you. 

Miss H. Oh, the brazen-faced varlet; it’s well we are 
married, or may be w^“niight never have been so. 

Young F. ’Egad, like enough. [Jside] — Pr’ylhee, 
nurse, run to sir Tunhelly, and stop him from going to 
the gate before I Sjieak with him. 

Nurse. An’t please your honour, my lady and 1 had 
best lock ourselves up till the danger be over. 

Youn^ F. Do so, if you please. 

Miss n. Not so fast; I wou’i be lock’d up any more, 
now I’m married. 

Young F. Yes, pray, my dear, do, till we havp seiz’d 
this rascal. 

Miss H. Nay, if you’ll pray me, I’ll do any thing. 

[iiit Miss Hoyden and Nurse. 

Young F. [To Loiy] Hark you, sirrah, things art 
better than you imagine. The wedding’s over. 

Lory. The devil it is, sir! 

Young F. Not a word — all’s safe — but .sir Tunbelli 
don’t know it, nor must not yet. So 1 am resolved ti 
brazen the brunt of the business out, and have tin 
pleasure of turning the impostor upon his lordship 
which 1 believe may easily 1^ done. 

Enter Sir Tunbelly Clumsy. 

Did you ever hear, sir, of so impudent an undertaking: 

Sir T. Never, by the mass; but we’ll tickle him, i’l 
warrant you. 
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Young F. They teU roc, |ir, he b»s a greut niaiij 
|>eople' with him, dis^jsed like servants. 

Sir T. Ay, ay, rogues enow, bnt we hare inasterVl 
ihein. We only fired a lew shot over llieir beads, and 
ihe rcj^iinent scower’d in an instant. Here, Tummas, 
p»ring in jour prisoner. 

Young F. If you' please, sir Tunbelly,'it will be best 
or me not to confront the fellow yet, till you have 
heard how far his impudence will carry him. 

Sir T. ^E^ad,your lordsiiip is an iii^nious person, 
your lordship then will please to step aside. 

Lory. 'Fore heaven, 1 applau<l iny master’s modesty. 

[hxit with You7ig Fashion. 

Enter Servants, with Lord Foppington disarmed. 

SirT. Come, brin^ him alon^, brin^ him along. 

Lord F. What the plague do you mean, gentle- 
men ? is it fair time, that you are all drunk before 
Bupper ? 

6'ir T. Drunk, sirrah! here’s an impudent rogue for 
pou now. Drunk or sober, bully. I’m a ju.stice o’the 
!>eace, and know how to deal with strollers. 

Lord F. Strollers I 

Sir T. Ay, strollers. Come, give an account of your- 
lelf. What’s your nameP where do you live.^ do you 
pay scot and lot.^ Come, are you a freeholder or a 
Dopy bolder? 

Lord F. And why dost thou ask me so many irnper- 
inent questions ? 

Sir T, Because I’ll make you answer ’em, before I 
lave done with you, you rascal you. 

Lora F. Before Gad, ail the answers I can make to 
>m is, that you are a very extraordinary old fellow, 
ta|» my Titals I 

Sir T. Nay, if thou art joking deputy lieutenants, we 
now how to deal with y'ou. Here, draw a warrant for 
ini immediately. 

Lord F. A warrant! What the devil is’l thou wouldst 

at, old geotleroan ? • 

Sir T. 1 would be at you, sirrah (if my hands were 
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not tied as a magistrate^, and these two doable 
fists beat \our teeth down yoor/.hroat, yon dog you. 

Lord F. And why wouidst thou spoil my face at that 
rale? 

SirT. For your design to roTb me of my daughter, 
Titlain. 

Lord F. Rab thee of thy daughter! Now do 1 begin 
to believe I am in bed and asleep, and that all this is 
but a dream. Pr’Uhee, old father, wilt thou give me 
leave to ask thee one question ? 

Sir T. I can’t tell whether 1 will or not, till I know 
what it is. 

Lord F. Why then, it is, whether thon didst not 
write til my lord Foppington, to come down and 
marry thy daughter ? 

Sir T. Yes, marry, did I, and my lord Foppinglomis 
come down, and shall marry my daughter before she’s 
a day older. 

Lord F. Now give me thy hand, old dad ; I Ihouglit 
we should understand one another at last. 

Sir T. The fellow’s mad — here, bind him hand and 
foot. [Thty bind him. 

Lord F. Nay, pr’ythee, knight, leave fooling ; lliy 
jest l)egins to grow dull. 

Sir T. Bind him, 1 say he’s mad ; bread and 

water, a dark room, and a whip, may bring him to his 
senses again. 

L.ord F. Pr’ythee, sir Tunbelly, why should you take 
such an aversion to the freedom of my address, as to 
suffer the rasrals thus to skewer down my arms like a 
rabbit? ’Egad, if 1 don’t awake, by all that 1 can see, 
this is like to prove one of the most impertinent dreams 
that ever 1 dreamt in my life. [Aside, 

Rt-enter Miss Hoyden and Nurse. 

Miss H. [Going up to fcimj Is this he that would have 

run Fough, how he stinks of sweets! — Pray, father, 

let him be dragged Uiroiigli I lie horse-pond. 

Lord F, This must be my wife, by her natural incli- 
nation to her husband. [Aside, 
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Miss H. Pray, fatiier, wiiaLdo you intend lo do wiUi 
biiQ — ^lianjf bitn ? \ ^ 

Sir T. That at least, child. 

NurseT Ay\ and it’s e^en too good for him too. 

LordF. Madame la gouveriia:tle, I presiiiue; hitherto 
Uiis appears lo me lo be one*of the most extraordinary 
Eamilies that overman of quality march’d into, [.istde. 

Sir T, What’s become of my lord, daugiiler ? 

Miss ll. He’s just coining, sir. 

Lord F. My lord, what does he mean by that, nowf 

[..4 side. 

Re-enter Young Fashion and Lory. 

Slap my vitals, Tam, now the dream’s out. 

lOungF. Is this the fellow, sir, that design’d to trick 
lae of your daughter;’ 

Sir T, This is he, my lord ; how do you like him ? 
Is not he a pretty fellow to gel a lot tune 

Young F. 1 find by his dress, he thought your daugh- 
ter might be taken with a beau. 

Miss H. Oh, geiuini ! Is this a beau? Let me see 
him again. Ha! 1 find a beau is no such ugly thing, 
neither. 

Young F, ’Egad, she’ll be in love with him presently 

— I’ll e’en have him sent away to jail. [Asidej Sir, 

though your undertaking shows you a person of no ex- 
traordinary modesty, I suppose yon haii’l confidence 
enough to expect much favour from me ^ 

[7o Lord Foppington, 

Lord F. Strike me dumb, Tam, thou art a very lui- 
pudeyl fellow. 

Nurse. Look, if the varlet has not the effrontery to 
call his lordship, plain Thomas. 

tLo7'd F. My lord Foppington, shall 1 beg one word 
with your lordship ? 

JSIurse. Ho, lio, it’s my lord with him now. See how 
i^ictioiis will humble folks. 

Miss H. Pray, my lord, don’t let him whisjrer loo 
close, lest he bile your ear oflT. 

^.ord F. 1 am not altogether »o hungry as your lady- 
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ship is pleased to imagirti;. I^ok you, Tam, I am 

sensible I have not been so kindnn you as I oogbt, but 
1 hope you’ll Ibr^ive what’s past, and accept of the five 
thousand pfuinds I offer — thou mayst live in extreme 
splendour with it, stap my vitals! 

[Apart to Young Fashion. 

Young F. It’s a much easier matter to prevent a dis- 
ease than to core it. A quarter of that sura would 
have secured your mistress, twice as much cannot 
redeem her. [Apart, Leaving him. 

SirT. Well, what says he? 

Young F. Only the ras<»l offered me a bribe to h i 
him go. 

Sir T. Ay, he shall go, with a plague to him— lead 
on, constable. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Sir, here is muster Loveless, and muster colonel 
Townly, and some ladies, to wail on you. [To Young F. 

Lory. So, sir, what will you do now.'* [i4su/e, 

Yohng F. Be quiet; they are in the plot. [Aside to 

Lory] Only a few friends, sir Tunbelly, whom i 

wish’d to introduce to you. 

Lord F, Thou art the most impudent fellow, Tam, 
that ever nature yet brought into the world. Sir Tun- 
belly, strike me speechless, but these are iny friends 
and acquaintance, and my guests, and they will soon 
inform thee whether 1 am the true lord Foppiugton or 
not. 

Enter Loveless, Colonel Townly, Amanda, and 
Berinxhia. 

Young F. So, gentlemen, this is friendly ; I rejoice 
to see you. ' 

Col. T. My lord, we are fortunate to be the wit- 
nesses of your lordship’s happiness. 

Love. But your lordship will do us the honour to „ 
iutroduce us to sir Tunbelly Clumsy ? 

Aman. And us to your ladj'. 

Lord F. Ged lake me, but they are all in a story. 
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Sir T. Gentlemen, you do me much honour ; i«y 
ord Foppinglon’s Triads will ever be welcome to me 
kid mine. 

YoungV, My love, let me iutroduce you to these 
tdies. 

Miss H. By goles, they look so fine and so slifll*, 1 
almost asliain'd to come nigh Vm. 

Aman. A most eugagiug lady, indeed ! 

Miss H. Thank ye, ma'am. 

Ber. And I doubt Uot will soon distinguish herseii' 
the beau nioode. 

Miss H. Where is that? 

Young F. You’ll soon learn, my dear. 

Love, But, lord Foppington 

Lord F. Sir ! 

Love. Sir! 1 was not addressing myself to yon, sir! 
—Pray who is this gentleman? He seems rather in a 
angular predicament 

Col. T, For so well-dress’d a person, a little oddly 
sircuinslariced, indeed. 

SirT. Ha, ha, ha! — So, these are your friendl and 
our guests, ha, my adventurer? 

Lord F. I am struck dumb with their impudence, 
nd cannot positively say whether 1 shall ever 8{>eak 
gain or not. 

SirT. Why, sir, this modest gentleman wanted to 
ass himself upon me as lord Foppington, and carry oil’ 
»y daughter. 

Love. A likely plot to succeed, truly, ha, ha! 

Lord F. As Gad shall judge me, Loveless, 1 did not 
ipect this from thee. Come, pr’ythee confess the 
ae ; tell sir Tunbelly that I am the real lord Fop> 
nglon, who yesterday made love to Ihy wife ; was 
jntf>ured by her with a slap on the face, and afler- 
ards pink’d through the body by thee. 

Sir T. A likely story, truly, that a peer would behave 
us! < 

Love. A pretty fellow, indeed, that would scandalis^e 
e character he wants to.assumej but what will you 
with him, sir Tunbelly? 
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SirT. Commit him, certainly, unless the bride and 
bride^rouiu choose to pardon hijm. 

Lord F. Bride and bridegroom ! For Gad’s sake, sir 
Tttiibelly, His tarlure to me to hear you call 'em so. 

Miss H. Why, ymi ugly thing, what would you have 
him call us dog and cat.'* 

Lord F, 8v no means, miss; for that sounds ten 
lim(?s more like man and wife than t’other. 

Sir T. A precious rogue this to come a wooing ! 

Re-enter a Servant 

Serv. There are some gentlefolks below to wait upon 
lord F«mpifigton. 

Col. t. ’Sdeath, Tom, what will you do now j* 

[Apart to Young Fashion. 

Lord F. Now, sir Tunbelly, here are witnesses, who 
I believe are not corrnpled. 

SirT. Feacje, fellow! Would your lordship choos« 
to have your guests shown here, or shall they wail 
till we come to 'em ? 

Y (fling F. 1 believe, sir Tunbelly, we had better nol 
have these visitors here yet. — ’Egad, all must out. [Aside 

Love. Confess, confess, we’li stand by you. 

[Apart to Foiing Fashion 

Lord F. Nay, sir Tunbelly, I insist on your calling 
evidence on both sides— and if 1 do not prove tbai 
fellow an itnposLor 

Young F. Brother, I will save you the trouble, b] 
now conle.ssing that I am not what 1 have pas.sed my 
sell for. Sir Tunbelly, 1 am a gentleman, and 1 flattei 
myselt a man of character ; but His with great prid{ 
I assure you 1 am not lord Foppington. 

Sir T, Oun.s' — what’s this? — an impostor.^ — a cheat 
— tire and faggots, sir, if you are not lord Foppington 
who the d. vil are you ? 

Young F. Sir, the best of my condition is, 1 am you 
son-in-law ; and the worst of it is, 1 am brother to tba 
noble peer. 

Lord F, Impudent to the Jast, Gad dem me. 

Sir T. My son-in-law ! Not yet I hope. 
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I Young F, Pardon me, sir; thanks to the goodness 
If yout chaplain, and Che kind offices of this old geutle- 
!?oinao. 

Lory, ^ris true, indeed, sir; I gave your daught^ 

I way, and Mrs. Nurse, here, was clerk. 

Sir T. Knock that rascal down ! — But speak, Jesabel, 
low’s this ? 

Nurse, Alas! 5 'our honour, forgive me! 1 have been 
iverreach’d in this business as well as you. Your wor- 
ihip knows, if the wedding-dijuier had been ready, you 
vould have given her away with your own haints. 

Sir T. But how durst you do this, without acquaint- 
in-.: me:* 

Nurse. Alas, if your worship had seen how the poor 
thing begg’d and pray’d, and clung and twin’d about me 
like ivy round an old wail, you would .«ay, 1 , who had 
nurs’d it, and rear’d it, must have had a heart like stone 
to refuse it. 

Sir T. Ouns! I shall go mad! Unloose my lord 
there, you scoundrels. 

Lord F. Why, when these gentlemen are at leisure, 
I should be glad to congratulate you on your son-in- 
law, with a little more freedom of address. 

Miss H. ’Egad, though, 1 don’t see which is lo be rny 
[liusband after all. 

! Love. Come, come, sir Tunbelly, a man of your 
junderstanding must perceive, that an affair of this kind 
ns not to be mended by anger and reproaches. 

Cot. T, Take my word for it, sir Tunbelly, you are 
[only tricked into a son-in-law you may be proud of ; 
hny friend, Tom Fashion, is as honest a fellow as ever 
{breatii’d. 

Love. That he is, depend on’t; and will hunt or drink 
[wkh you most affectionately ; be generous, old boy, 

,nd forgive them 

Sir T. Never. ’Fhe hussy ! — ^when I bad set ray heart 
[on getting her a title, , 

Lord F. Now, sir Tunbelly, that 1 am untruss’d — 
give me ionve to thank thee for the very extraordinary 
(|pception I have met with in thy damn’d, execrable 
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mansion ; and at the same lime to assure you, that of a! 
the bumpkins and blockheads 1 6ave had the misfortum 
to meet with, thou art the most obstinate and pgregious 
strike me ugly! 

SirT, What’s this? I beliere you are both rogues 
alike. 

Lord F. No, sir Tuobelly, thou wilt find, to thy on 
speakable mortification, that I am the real lord Fop 
pington, who was to have disgraced myself by an alii 
ance with a clod ; and that thou hast match’d thy girl 
to a beggarly younger brother of mine, whose title 
deeds might be contain’d in thy tobacco-box. 

SirT. Puppy! poppy! — I might prevent their being 
beggars, if 1 chose it ; for f could give ’em as good a 
rent-roll as your lordship. 

Lord F. Ay, old fellow, but you will not do that— 
for that woutif be acting like a Christian, and thou arl 
a barbarian, stap my vitals. 

Sir T. Udzookers ! Now six such words more, and 
I’ll forgive them directly. 

Love. ’Slife, sir Tunbelly, you should do it, and blesi 
yourself Ladies, what say you.? 

Aman. Good sir Tunbelly, you must consent. 

Ber. Come, you have been young yoor.self, sir Tun- 
belly. 

Sir T. Well then, if 1 must, I must ; but turn — tori' 
that sneering lord out however, and let me be revenged 
on somebody. But first look whether 1 am a barbarian 
or not; there, children, I join your hands; and when 
I’m in a better humour. I’ll give you my blessing. 

Love. Nobly done, sir Tunbelly; and we shall see 
you dance at a grandson’s christening yet. 

MissH. By goles though, I don’t understand this 
What, an’t 1 to be a lady after all? only plain Mrs.-J"^ 
What’s my husband’s name, nurse? 

JVurse. Squire Fashion. 

Miss U. Squire, is he? — Well, that’s belter than no 
thing. 

Lord F. Now I will put on a philosophic air, and 
show these people, that it is not possiBle to pul a man 
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^ mj quality out of countenance, [^side] Dear Tam, 
jnce things are fallen out, pr’ythee give me leave to 
ish thee joy ; I do it de bon cceur, strike me dumb! 
'"ou have*married into a family of great politeness and 
ncommon elegance of manners, and your bride appears 
> be a lady beautiful in person, modest in her deport> 
lent, refined in her sentiments, and of nice morality, 
plit my windpipe ! 

Miss H. By goles, husband, break his bones, if he 
dls. me names. « 

Young F. Your lordship may keep up your spirits 
ilh your grimace, if you please ; I shall support mine 
y sir Tunbelly’s favour, with this lady and three ihou- 
ind pounds a year. 

Lord F. Well, adieu, Tam — ladies, I kiss your hands, 
ir Tunbelly, I shall now quit this thy den; but while 
retain the use of my arms, 1 shall ever remember 
iiou art a demand, horrid savage; Ged deniii me. 

[Exit. 

Sir T. By the mass, ’tis well he’s gone — for I should 
a’ been provoked, by-and-by, to ha’ dun un a mischief. 
Veil, if this is a lord, 1 think Hoyden has luck o’her 
ide, in troth. 

Col. r. She has indeed, sir Tunbelly — —but I hear 
|ie fiddles ; his lordship, 1 know, had provided ’em. 
Love. O, a dance and a bottle, sir Tunbelly, by all 
leans. .. 

Sir T. I had forgot the company below ; well — what 
-we must be merry then, ha? and dance and drink, 
ft? Well, fore George, you shan’t say I do these things 
y halves. Son-in-law there looks like a hearty rogue, 
) we’fl have a night on’t : and which of these ladies 
ill be the old man’s partner, hai* — ’Eood, 1 don’t 
noiv how I came to be in so good a humour. 

Ber. Well, sir Tunbelly, my friend and 1 both will 
udeavour to keep you so : you have done a generous 
stion, and are entitled to our attention. If you should 
B at a loss to divert your new guests, we will assist 
|u to relate to them the plot of your daughter’s mar^ 
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ria^, and liia lordahip's deserved mortification ; a sfil> 
ject which perhaps maj afford no bad evening’s enter- 
tainment. 

Sir T. ’Ecod, with all my heart ; though I am a main 
bunjfler at a long story. 

Ber. Never fear, we will assist you, if the tale is 
judged Worth being refieated ; but of this you may be 
assured, that while the intention is evident! v to please, 
British auditors will ever be indulgent to the errors of 
the performance. * [Eiewnf.^ 


C. Whittingham, Printer, Chiswick. 
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TftE SUSPICIOUS HUSBAND 

Was first acted at Covent Garden in 1747, and 
was one of the first novelties produced by Mr, 
Harrick after the commencement of his manage- 
itent. This great actor gave his advice and 
assistance during its preparation for the stage, 
fiiiich was accepted with respect by Dr, Hoadly; 
f^o, “ admirable as he was in his various writings 
on grave subjects, found great judgment and know- 
ledge in the alterations made by his friend 

It is unnecessary to add, that Mr. Garrick, who 
iaodelled Ranger to his own manner, was of great 
aid to this excellent comedy; which, in common 
with many other excellent dramatic productions, 
i^s on the first night exhibited to an audience 
Who promised themselves excellent sport in damn- 
iag a new play. This malignant predisposition, 
Which manifested itself at the rising of the cur- 
i|in, gradually subsided as the author’s work 
, developed itself, and every act increasing in 
<^ecttand success, the comedy became at once 
favourite, and continues as much in request as 
play upon the established list. 

* History of the Stage, by C, Dibdin, sen. 




PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY MR, GARRICK. 

While other culprits brave it to the last. 

Nor beg for inercv till the judgment’s past; 

Poets alone, as conscious of their crimes, 

Open their trials with imploring rhymes. 

Thus cramrn’d with flalter}'^ and low submission, 

Bach trite dull prologue is the bard’s petition. 

A stale device to calm the critic’s fury. 

And bribe at once the judges and the jury. 

But what avail such poor repeated artsf 
The w himp’ring scribbler ne’er can touch your hearts ; 

Nor ought an ill-tim’d pity to take place 

Fa^t as they rise, destroy th’ increasing race : 

/fhe vermin else will run the nation o’er 

By saving one you breed a million more. 

Though disappointed authors rail and rage 
At fancy’d parties, and a senseless age, ^ 

Yet still has justice triumph’d on the stage. 3 

T^hs speaks and thinks the author of to-day ; 

Aied saying this, has little more to say. 

Hi) asks no friend his partial zeal to show, 

N^o^ fears t le groundless censures of a foe : 

He knows no friendship can protect the fool, 

Niir will an audience be a party’s tool. 

incflnsislent with a free-born spirit, 

Tdiside with folly, or to injure merit. 

By your decision he must fall or stand, 

N<jy* though he feels Ihe lash, will blame the hand. 
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Ranger Mr. Elliston. Mr. Jones. 
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Landlady . ... . Mrs. Maddocks.Mrs. Emery. 
Milliner ..... Mrs. Scott. Mrs. Ridgway. 

Lucetta Miss Mellon. Mrs. Gibbs. 
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SCENE I. Ranger’s Chambers in the Temple. 

A knocking is heard at the Door for some Time; when 
Ranger enters f having let himself in. 

Ran. Once more I am got safe to the Temple. Let 
me reflect a little. 1 have sat up all night ; 1 have my 
head full of bad wine, and the noise of oaths, dice, and 
the damn’d tingling of tavern my spirits jaded, 

and ray eyes sunk in ray head ; and all tins for the con- 
versation of a company of fellows I despise. Their wit 
lies only in obscenity, their mirth in noise, and their 
delight in a box and dice. Honest Ranger, lake my 
word for it, thou art a mighty silly tellow. 

Enter a Servant, 

Where have you been, rascal? If I had not had the key 
in my pocket, I must have, waited at the door jn this 
dainty dress. . . ^ 

Se^. 1 was only below, brushing your lionour » 

Ran. Well, get breakfast. Why, how hke^ a 

raking dog do you look, compared to that spruce sober 
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genlleraan! [Aside] Go, you batter’d devil, and be 
made fit to be seen. [Throwing his Hat to the Servant. 
Serv. ’Egad, my master’s very merry this morning. 

[Aside, 'and exit. 

Ran. And now for the law. [5ils down and reads. 
Tell me no more, 1 am deceiv'd, 

That Cloe's false and common ; 

By heav'n 1 all along believ'd, 

She was a very woman. 

As such I lik'd, as such caress'd ; 

She still was constant when possess'd : 

She could do more for no man. 

Honest Congreve was a man after my own heart. 


Enter Servant. 

Have you been for the money this morning, as I ordered 
yon ? - . 

Serv. No, sir; you bade me go before you was op; I 
did not know your honour meant before you went to 
bed. 

Ran. None of your jokes, I pray ; but to business. 
Go to the coffee-house, and inquire if there has been 
any letter or message left for me. 

Serv. 1 shall, sir. 

Ran. [Reads] You think she's false, I'm sure she's 
kind, 

I take her body, you her mind ; 

Which has the bettei' bargain? 

Oh that I had such a soft deceitful fair to lull my senses 
to their desired sleep. [Knocking at the Door] Come in. 

Enter Simon. 

Oh, master Simon, is it you ? How long have you been 
in town? 

Sim. Just come, sir, and but for a little time neither; 
and yet 1 have as many messages as if we were to slay 
the whole year round. Here they are, alt of them. 
[Pulls out a number of Cards] And among them one 
for your honour. 

Han. [Reads] Clarinda’s compliments to her cousin 
Ranger, and should be glad to see him for ever so little 
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that he can he spared from the more weighty 
S»e5S'(j/' the law, — Ha, ha, ha! the same merry girl 
■r knew her. 

9m. My lady is never sad, sir. 
m [ Knocking at the Door» 

ftn. Pr’ylhee, Simon, open the door. 

9 Enter MiUiner. 

9l, child and who are you? 

mil. Sir, rny mistress gives her service to you, and 
^senl you home the linen vou bespoke. 

Ran. VVell, Simon, my service to your lady, and let 
r know 1 will most certainly wail upon her. 1 am a 
Lie busy, Simon and so 

Sim. Ah, you’re a wag, master Ranger, you’re a wag 
— but mum for that. [ Lxit. 

Ran. I swear, my dear, y-^ou have the prelliest pair 

eyes the loveliest pouting lips L never saw 

u before. 

Mil. No, sir! 1 was always in the shop. 

Ran. Were you so.'' VVell, and whai does your mis- 

jss say? The devil fetch me, ciiil .,}ou look’d so 

eltily that I could not mind one word you said. 

Mil. Lard, sir, you are such another gentleman ! 
hy she says, she is sorry she could not send them 
oner. Shall 1 lay them dowii.^ 

^an. No, child; give ’em to me Dear, little, 

E g angel [Catches and kisses her. 

. 1 beg, sir, you would be civil. 

Civil ! ’Egad, 1 think I am very civil. 

f /tmes her again* 

• Re-enter a Servant, with Bellamy. 

'. Sir, Mr. Bellamy. [Erit, 

. Damn your impertinence. [Aside] Oh, Mr. 

ly, your servant. 

VVhat shall I say to my mistress 
. Bid her make half a dozen more: but be sure 
J^ring them borne yourseli. [L.iit MiUiner} Pshaw! 

Mr. Bellamy, how should you like to be serv’d so 
irself? 

3eZ. How can you, Ranger, for a minute’s pleasure, 
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^ive an innocent girl the |uua of heart I am confiden 

she felt? There wa§ a inudesl blash upon her cbcel 

convinces me she is honest. 

Ran. Maj be so, 1 was resolv’d to Irj, however 
had not you interrupted the experiment 

Bel. I^ie, Ranger ! will you never think ? 

Ran. Yes, but I can’t be always a thinking. TIi< 
law i.s a damnable dry study, Mr. Bellamy, and witliou 
something now and then to amuse and relax, it wonb 

be too much for my brain, I promise ye But I an 

a mighty sober fellow grown. Here have I been at i 
these three hours, but the wenches will never let li 
alone. 

Bel. Three hours! Why do yoo usaally study in suJ 
and stockings? ] 

Ran. Rat your inquisitive eyes. Ex pede Herciile;! 
’Egad, you have me. The truth is,l am but this momq 
return’d from the tavern. What, Frankly here too ! 

Enter Frankly. 

Frank. My boy. Ranger, I am heartily glad to s? 
you ; Bellamy, let me embrace you ; you are the persr 
1 want; 1 have been at your lodgings, and was directe 
hither. 

Ran. It is to him then I am oblig’d for this visit ; bi 
with all my heart. He is the only man to whom 1 dot 
care how much I am oblig’d. 

Bel. Your humble servant, sir. 

Frank. You know, Ranger, 1 want no inducemei 

to be with you. But you look sadly Whai-- 

no merciless jade has has she? 

Run. No, no; sound as a roach, my lad. I only g 
a little too much liquor last night, which 1 have ii 
slept ofi' yet. 

Bel. Thus, Frankly, it is every day. All the mofnir 
his head aches ; at noon he begins to clear up; towan 
evening lie is good company ; and all night he is car 
fully providing for the same course the next day. 

Ran. Why, 1 most own, my ghostly father, I 
relapse a little last night, just to furnish out a dvoi 
confession for the day. 
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I k. And he is now doing penance for it. Were 
i confessor indeed, you could not well desire 

Charles, he sets np for a confessor with the 
race in the world. Here has he l>een reproving 
being hot decently civil to my milliner. Plague ! 

? tlie coldness of his constitution makes him 
i»le of a fine woman’s cbarms, every bod^’ else 
? so loo. 

I am no less .sensible of their charms than you 
mgh I cannot kiss every woman I meet, or fall 
, as you call it, with every fare which has iho 
of youth upon it. 1 would only have you a little 
ugal of your pleasures. 

k. My dear friend, this is very pretty taling! 
me tell you, it is in the power of the very first 
from a tine woman utterly to disconcert all your 
ihilosophy. 

BeL. It must be from a fine woman then, and not such 
IS are generally reputed so. And it imisl l>e a thorough 
krquaintance with her loo, tliat will ever make an ini- 
jression on my heart. 

Han. Would I could see it once! for when a man 
las been ail his life hoarding up a .stock, without allow- 
ing himself common necessaries, it tickles me to the 
6oul to see him la^ it all out upon a wrong bottom, and 
be ome bankrupt at last. 

BeL W^ell, I don’t care how soon you see it. For the 
minute 1 find a woman capable of friendship, love, and 
Leiiderriess, with good .sense enough to be always ea.sv, 
and jood nature enough to like me, I will immediately 
pul It to the trial, which of us shall have the greatest 
share of happiness from the sex, you or I. 

0 llan. By marrying her, I suppose.^ capable of friend- 
ihip, love, and tenderness! ha, ha, ha! that a man of 
jour sense should talk so. If she be capable of love, 
tis all I require of ray mistress; and as every woman, 
w ho is young, is capable of love, 1 am very reasonably 
in love with every young woman I meet. My lord 
'Coke, in a case 1 read this morning, sj.>eaks my sense. 
Bel, Frank. My lord Coke.^ 
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Ran. ^ es, mv lord Coke. What he sajs.^of one 
woman, I say of the whole sex : 

1 fakr* I heir bodies, you their minds; 

\\ hicli has the belter bargain? 

Irnnk. There is no arguins? with so ;^reat a lawyer, 
Suppose therefore we adjourn the debate to some other 
time. I have some serious business with Mr, Bellamy, 
and you wa it sleep, I am sure. 

Ran. Sl(‘ep* mere loss of lime and hindrance of 
business H e men of spirit, sir, are above it. 

R(l. \\ liilher shall w’e f^o? 

I rank. Inh) lire I’ark. My chariot is at the door. 

HcL 'Tiii'n if my servant calls, you’ll send him after 
us r [ Exeunt Bellamy and Frankly. 

Ran. I will. [Looks on </ie Card]— Clarinda’s com- 

ftimenls A pox of this head of mine! never once 

to ask where she was lo be found. ITs plain she is not 
one <»f us, or I should not have been so remiss in my 
inquiries. No mailer; I shall meet her in my walks. 

Re-enter a Servant. 

Serv. There is no letter nor message, sir. 

Ran. Then iny Ihings, lo dress. [Exit Servant. 

I take her body, you her mind ; 

NMiich has the belter bargain? [Exit. 

SCENE II. A Chamber. 

Enter Mrs. Strictland and Jacintha, meeting. 

Mrs. S. Good morrow, my dear Jacintha. 

Jac. Good morrow to you, madam. 1 have brought 
my work, and inleod lo sit with you this morning. I 
hope you lune got the belltT of your fatigue. Where 
is Clarinda ? 1 should be glad if she would conie and 
work with us, '* 

Mrs. S. She work! she is loo fine a lady to do any 
thing. Slje is not stirring yet — we must let her liave 
her ri gl. People of her waste of spirits require more 
lime to recruit again. , . 

Jac. It is pity she should be ever tired willMvbal is 
so agreeable to every body else. 1 am prodigiously 
pleas’d with her company. 
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Mr^S. And when yon are belter acquainted, you 

tl ^ ‘fetill more pleas’d with her. You must rally 
ctpoii her partner, at Bath ; for I fancy part of her 
rest has been disturbed on his account. 

jhgfPi Was he really a pretty fellow? 

Mrs. S. That I can’t tell ; I did not dance myself, 
and ao did not much mind him. You must have the 
whole story Irom herself. 

Jdc. Oh, I warrant ye, I ^et it all out. None are so 
pmphr to make discoveries in love, as those who are in 
the aecret themselves. 

Enter Lucetta. 

Due. Madam, Mr. Strictland is inquirinff for you. 
H^re has been Mr. Buckle with a letter from his mas- 
ter, which has made him very angry. 

Jmc. Mr. Bellamy said indeed he would try him 
more, but I fear it will prove in vain Tell your 
laapAer I am here. [Exit Luceita] VVhat signifies for- 
when it only makes us slaves to other people? 

Mrs. S. Do not be uiieasj', my Jacintha. You shall 
a1«l»3's find a friend in me ; but as for Mr. Strictland, I 
know not what ill temper hangs about him lately — 
noiSiing satisfies him. You saw how he received us 
wten we came off our journey. Though Clariuda was 
»o%ood company, he was barely civil to tier, and down- 
ri|pt rude to me. 

^ac. T cannot help saying I did observe it. 

Mfrs. S. 1 saw you did. Hush! he’s here. 


Enter Strictland. 

krict. Oh, your servant, madam ! Here, I have re- 
ared k letter from Mr. Bellamy, wherein he desires I 
n^uld once more hear what he has to say. You know 
sentiment ; nay, so does he. 

/'Jac. For heaven’s sake consider, sir, this is no new 
idl^ir, no sudden start of passi<»n : we have known each 
other long. My father valued and loved him, and I 
sure, were he alive, I should have his consent. 

* Strict. Don’t tell me. Your father would not have 
marry against his will, neither will I against mine. 
m your father now. 
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Joe. And yon take a fatherly care of me. 

Strict. I wish 1 had never had any thing to do with 
you. 

Jac. You may easily get rid of the trouble. , 

Strict. By listening, I suppose, to the young genlle-j 
man’s proposals? 

Jac. Which are very reasonable, in my opinion. 

Strict. Oh, very modest ones truly; and avery modesi 
gentleman lie is that proposes them I A fool, to expeci 
a lady of thirty thousand pounds fortune should, by 
the care and prudence of her guardian, be thrown awaj 
upon a young fellow not worth three hundred a year! 
He thinks being in love is an excuse for this; but I am 
not in love; what does he think will excuse me? 

Mrs. S. Well but, Mr. Striclland, 1 think the gentle- 
man should be heard. 

Strict. Well, well, seven o’clock’s the time; and il 
the man has had the good fortune, since 1 saw him last, 
to persuade somebody or other to give him a better 
1 estate, 1 give him my consent, not else. His servant 
Waits below: jou may tell him I shall be at home. 
KErit Jacinthaj But where is yonr friend, your other 
h»lf, all this while? I thought you could not have 
bwealh’d a minute without your Clarinda. 

( Mrs. S. Why the troth is, F was going to see what 
Enakes her keep her chamber so long. 

Strict. Lookye, Mrs. Striclland, you have been ask- 
ing for money this morning. In plain terms, not one 
shilling shall pass through these fingers, till you have 
cleared iny house of this Clarinda. 

Mrs. S. How can her innocent gaiety have oJSended 
you ? she is a woman of honour, and lias as many good 
qualities— 

Strict. As women of honour generally have. I know 
it, and therefore am uneasy. 

Mrs. S. But, sir 

Strict. But, madam Clarinda, nor e’er a rake ol 

fashion in England, shall live in my family to debauch 
it. 

Mrs. S. Sir, she treated me with so much civility in 
the country, that I thought I could not do less than 
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jfite lier to spend as much time with me in town as 
p* engagements would permit. I little imagined you 
|uld haTe been displeased at my having so agreeable 
I companion. 

Strict, TJiere was a time when I was company enough 
or leisure hours. 

Mrs. iS. There was a lime when every word of mine 
tvas sure of meeting with a smile; but those happy 
iays, I know not why, have long been over. 

Strict. 1 cannot bear a rival even of your own sex. 

I hate the very name of female friends. No two of you 
:aa ever be an hour by yourselves, but one or both are 
Lhe worse for it. 

Mrs. S. Dear Mr. Strictland 

Strict. This I know, and will not suffer, 
i Mrs. S. It grieves me, sir, to see you so much in ear- 
Inesi : but to convince you how willing I am to make 
you easy in every thing, it shall be my request to her 
to remove immediately. 

Strict. Do it harkye your request.^ Why 

yours? — ’lis mine — my command tell her so. Jt 

will be master of my own family, and I care not who 
knows it. 

Mrs. S. You fright me, sir But it shall be as you 

please. [Exit, in Tears. 

Strict. Ha! have I gone too far? I am not master of 
myself. Mrs. Strictland ! 

Re-enter Mrs. Strictland. 

Understand me right. 1 do not mean, by what 1 have 
said, ^at 1 suspect your innocence; but by crushing 
this growing friendship all at once, I may prevent a 
train of mischief which you do not foresee. I was- 
pejdiaps too harsh, therefore do it iu your own way ; 
but let me see the house fairly rid of her. [Exit. 

Mrs. S. His earnestuess in this affair amazes me ; I 
,am sorry 1 made this visit to Clariiida; and yet 1*11 
answer for her honour. What can I say to her ? Neces- 
sity must plead in my excuse — for at all events Mr. 
Strictland must be obeyed. [Exit. 
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SCENE III. St. James’s Park. 

Enter Bellamy and Frankly. 

Bel. Is love the secret Rangier is not fit to hear? In 
my mind, he would prove the more able counsellor. 
And is all the gay indifference of my friend at last 
reduced lo love? 

Frank. Even so- — Never was prude more resolute 
in cliaslily and ill nature, than 1 was fixed in indiffe- 
rence: but love has rais’d me from that inactive slate 
above the being of a man. 

Bel. Faith, Charles, 1 begin to think it has ; but . 
pray britig this rupture into order a little, and tell me 
regular Iv, how, where, and when. 

Frank. If I was not most unreasonably in love, those 
horrid questions would slop my mouth at once; but as 
I am aririe<l against reason — I answer — at Bath, on 
Tuesday, she danced and caught me. 

Bel. Danced ! and was that all? But who is she? 

what is her name? her fortune? where does she live? 

Frank. Hold ! hold ! not so many hard questions ; 
have a little mercy. I know but little of ber. that’s cer- 
tain ; but all 1 do know yon shall have. That evening 
was the first of her appearing at Bath; the moment 1 saw 
her, I resolved to ask the favour of her hand; but the 
easy freedom with wlrich she gave it, and her una&ecled 
good humour during the whole night, gained such a 

n 1 l.r.. oQv fniilrt 


for my boo&, and rode post after her. 


power over my iieari, a> imup 

boast before. 1 wailed on her home, and the next 
morning, when I went to pay the usual complipients, 
the bird was flown ; she had set out for London two 
hours before, and in a chariot and six, you rogue. 

Be/. But was it her own, Charles? 

tmik. That 1 don’t know ; bat it f 

being dragg’d lo town in the stage. That day and the 
':Xpe»l in inquiries. I waited on Uie ladies w 

came with her; they knew - 
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Mel. A^nd how do you find yourself after your journev ? 
Ftanh. Why, as 3 x 1 , 1 own I am hut upon a cold 
oent: but a woman of her spri{];:htliness and geulility 
^Bot but frequent all public places; and when once 
dhe is found, the pleasure of the chase will over-pay 
pains of rousing her. Oh, Bellamy! there was 
Bimething peculiarly cJiarming in her, that seem’d to 
cill^ my further acquaintance; and if in the other 
Vf$re familiar parts of life she shines with that superior 
l^re, and at last I win her to my arms, liow shall I 
liites my resolution in pursuing her. 

JBeL But if at last she should prove unworthy 

Frank, i would endeavour to forget her. 

Bel. Promise me that, Charles, [^2'akes his HandJ and 
I allow But W’e are interrupted. 


Enter Jack Meggot. 

•/. Meg. W^hom have we here? My old friend, Frank- 
W1 thou art grown a mere antique since I saw thee. 
How hast thou done these five hundred years? 

Frank. Even as you see me; well, and at your ser- 
vice ever. 

J. Meg. Ha! who’s that \_ApaTrt to Erankli;. 

iFrank. A friend of mine. [^Apart] Mr. Bellamy, this 
is Jack Meggot, sir, as honest a fellow as any in life. 

iJ. JVIeg. Pho ! pr’ythee! pox! Charles ‘Don’t be 

Sir, I am your humble : any one who is a friend 

c# my Frarjkly’s, I am proud of embracing. 

Bel. Sir, I shall endeavour to deserve y our civility. 

J, Meg. Oh, sir! — Well, Charles; what, dumb^ — 
Olime, c^me, you may talk, though yon have nothing 
t# 6 ay, as I do. Let us hear; where have you been? 

Frank. Why, for this last week. Jack, 1 have beea 
if Both. 

Meg. Bath ! the most ridiculous place in life ! 
aibongst tradesmen’s wives who hate their husbands, 

g d people of quality that had rather go to the devil 
in slay at home — people of no taste, no gout ; and 
divertimenti, if it were not for the puppet-show, la 
would be dead amongst them. But the news, 
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Charles; the ladies— 1 fear your lime hong heavy on 
your hands, by the small slay you made there. 

Frank. Faith, and so it did, Jack; the ladies are 
grown such idiots in love. The cards have so debauched , 
their live senses, that love, almighty love himself, ii 
utter! V neglected. 

J. Meg. It is the strangest thing in life, but it is jus! 
go with os abroad. Faith, Charles, to tell you a secrt ' 
which I don’t care if all the world knows, 1 am almost 
surfeited with the services of the ladies; the modest 
ones 1 mean. The vast variety of duties they expect 
as dressing up to the fashiou, losing fashionably, keep 
ing lashionable hours, drinking fashionable liquors 
and fifty other such irregular nicelie.s, so ruin a man s 
pocket and con.stitulion, that, Tore gad, he must have 
the estate of a duke, and the strength of a gondolier, 
who would list himself into their service. 

Frank. A free confession truly, Jack, for one of your 
coat. 

Bel. The ladies are obliged to you. 

Enter Buckle, icith a Letter to Bellamy. 

J. Meg. Oh lard, Charles! I have had the greatest’ 
misfortune in life siin e 1 saw you ; poor Otho, that I 
brought from Home with me, is dead. | 

Frank. Well, well, gel you another, and all will bo^ 
well again. . J 


J. Meg. No ; the rogue broke me so much china, and 
gnaw’d my Spanish-leather shoes so filthily, that when 
he was dead, I began not to endure him. 

Bel. Exactly at seven ! Run back and assure him I 
will not fail. [£iit Buckle] Dead! pray who was the 
gentleman f 

J. Meg. This gentleman was my monkey, sir, an 
odd sort of a fellow, that used to divert me, and pleased 
every body so at Rome, that he always made one in our 
conversalioni. But, Mr. Bellamy, 1 saw a servant; 4 
hope no engagement, for you two positively shall dine 
with me : I have the finest tnacarooi in life. Oblige 
me so far. 
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fel- Sir, your :M!rvant; what say you, FrankI}'? 
0 .Mcg. Fho ! pox! Charles, you shall g^o. My aunts 
ink you begin to neglect Iheni ; and old maids, you 
now, are I lie most jealous ci eatui-es in life. 

Frtnik. Ranger swears they can’t be maids, they are 
) good-natured. Well, 1 agree, on coiidiliou 1 may 
at what 1 please, ami go away just when 1 will. 

/. Mfg. Av, ay, you shall do just what you will, 
lut how shall we do? iiiv post-chaise won’t carry us 
Jl. 

Frank. My chariot is here, and I will conduct Mr. 
iellainy. 

Bet. Mr. Meggol, I beg pardon, I can’t possibly dine 
)ul of town; 1 liave an engagement early in the cveii- 

J. JV/cg. Out of town! No, niy dear, I live just by. 

[ see one of the dilettanti I would not miss speaking to 
For the universe. And so I expect you at three. [Fxit. 

Frank. Ha, ha, ha! and so you thought you had at 
least fifty miles to go post for a spoonful of macaroni? 
Bel. A special acquaintance I have made to-day! 
Frank. For all this, JBellamy, he has a heart worthy 
your friendship. He spends his estate freely ; and you 
cannot oblige him more than by showing him bow ho 
can be of service to you. 

Bet. Now you say something. It is the heart, 
Frankly, I value in a man. 

Frank. Right and there is a heart even in a wo- 

man’s breast that is vvorlli tlie purchase, or my jodg- 
inent has deceived me. Dear Bellamy, 1 know your 
coijcerii for me ; see her first, and then blame me if you 
can. 

Bet. So far from blaming you, Charles, that if iny 
eii(k:avours can be serviceable, i will beat the bushes 
with you. 

Frank. That I am afraid will not do; for you know 
tess of her than I : but if, in your walks, you meet a 
finer woman than ordinary, let her not escape till E 
have seen her. Wheresoever she is, she cannot long 
Be hid. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE I. St. James’s Park. 

Enfer Cla RIND A, Jacinth A, fln</ M rs. Sir iCTLAXD. 

Jac. Ay, ay, we bolh stand condemned out of our 
own mouths. 

eta. Why, I cannot but own 1 never iiad thought of 
any man that troubled me but him. 

Mrs. S. Then I dare swear, by this time, you heartily 
repent your leaving Bath so soon. 

Cla. Indeed you are mistaken. I have not had one 
scruple since. 

Jac. Why, what one inducement can he have»evcr to 
think of yon again? 

Cla. oil, the greatest of all inducements, curiosity : 
lei me assure you a woman’s surest hold over a man is 
to keep him in uncertainly. As soon as ever you put 
him out of doubl, you put him out of your power: out 
when once a woman has awaked bis curiosity, she ma^ 
lead him a dance of many a troublesome mile, without 
the least fear of losing him at last. 

Jac. Now do I heartily wish he may have spirit 
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oog^h to follow, and nse you as yott deserve. Such 
spirit, with baEa little knowledge of our sex, might 
lit that heart of yours into a strange flnlter. 

Cla. 1 care not how soon. I long to meet with such 
a fellow. Our modern beaus are such joint-babies in 
love, they have no feeling; they are entirely iii.sensibic 
cither of pain or pleasure but from their own dear 
persons; and according as we flatter or aflront their 
beauty, they admire or forsake ours: they are not 
worthy even of our displeasure ; and, in short, abusing 
them is but so mpeh ill nature merely thrown away. 
But the man of sense, who values himself upon his high 
abilities, or the man of wit, who thinks a woman be- 
neath his conversation — to see such the subjects of our 
power, the slaves of our frowns and smiles, is glorious 
indeed ! 

Mrs. S. No man of sense, or wit either, if he be truly 
so, ever did, or ever can think a woman of merit beneath 
his wisdom to converse with. 

Jac. Nor will such a woman value lierself upon 
making such a lover uneasy. 

Cla. Amazing! Why, every woman can give ease. 
You cannot be in earnest. 

Mrs. S. 1 can assure you she is, and has put in prac- 
tice the doctrine she has been teaching. 

Cla. Impossible! Who ever heard the name of love 
mentioned without an idea of torment? But pray let 
us hear. 

Juc. Nay, there is nothing to hear, that I know of. 

Cla. So 1 suspected indeed. The novel is not likely 
to bo bing, wheu the lady is so well prepared for the 
denouement. 

Jac. The novel, as you call it, is not so short as you 
may imagine. 1 and my spark have been long ac- 
quainted : as he was conlinoaiiy with my father, 1 soon 
perceived he loved me ; and the manner of his express- 
ing that love was what pleased and won me most. 

Cla^ Well, and how was it? the old bait, flattery; 
dear flattery, 1 warrant ye. 

Jac. No indeed ; I bad not the pleasure of hearing 
Illy person wit, and beauty, painted out with forced 
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praises ; bnl I had a more sensible deli|;ht, in perceiv- 
ing the drift of his wiiolt- bohaTiour was to make every 
hour of my time pass away agreeably. 

C/a. ^I’he rustic! what, did he never say a handsome 
thing of y(tur person ? 

Mrs. 6. He did, it seems, what pleas’d her better; 
he flatter’d her good sense, as much as a less cunning 
lover woidd have done her beauty. 

C/fl. On iny conscience you are well maicb’d. 

Jac. So wi ll, that if iny guardian denies me happi* 
ness (and ibis evening be is to pass^n's final sentence), 
nothing is left but to break iny prison, and fly into my 
lover’s arms for safety. 

eta. Hi v-day ! o'my conscience thou art a brave girl. 
Thou art the very first prude that ever had honesty 
enough to avow her passion for a man. 

Jac. And thou art the first finish’d coquette w ho ever 
had any iionesly at all. 

Mn.S. Come, ceme; you are both loo good for 
either of those characters. 

Cla. And my dear Mrs. Striclland here, is the first 
young married wnmaii of spirit who has an ill-natured 
fellow fora hnsliand, and never once thinks of using 

him as he deserves Good heaven ! If 1 liad such a 

husband 

Mrs. S. You would be just as m)ha[»py as 1 am ! 

eta. But come now, confess do uot you long to 

be a widow ? 

Mrs. S. Would I were any thing but wlial I arn ! 

Cla. ’I'hen go the nearest way about it. I’d break 
that stout heart of his iii less than a fortnight. I’d 
make lum know 

Mrs. S. Pray be silent. You know my resolution. 

Cla. 1 know you have no resolution. 

Mrs. S. You are a mad creature, but 1 forgive you. 

Cla. It is all meant kindly, 1 assure you. But since 
you won’t be persuaded to your good, 1 will think ok 
making you easy in your submission, as soon as ever I 
can. 1 dare say 1 may bave tlie same lodging 1 liad 

last year : 1 can know immediately J see my chair : 

and so, ladies both, adieu. [£x(t. 
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Jac. Come, Mrs. Strictlaiiil, we shaU but jost liave 
e locfet home before Mr. Bellamy comes. 

Ifrs. S'. Licl us return then to our common prison, 
ou must forg-ive my ill nature, Jacinlha, if I almost 
ish Mr. Slriolland may refuse to join your hand where 
sour heart is f^iven. 

Jac. Lord, madam, what do you mean? 

Mrs. S. Self-interest only, child. Methinksyourcom- 
|>aoy in tlie country would soften all my sorrows, and 
could bear them patiently. 

Re-enter Ci.arinda. 

Cla. Dear Mrs. Strictiand i am so confused, and 

so out of breath 

Mrs.S. Why, what’s the matter? 

Jac. 1 protest you frijj^ht me. 

Cla. Oh ! I have no time to recover myself, I am so 
fris^hlen'd and so pleas’d. In short then the dear man 
is here. 

Mrs. S. Here — — Lord W here ? 

Cla. 1 met him this instant; 1 saw him ala distance, 
turn’d short, and ran hither directly. Let us go home. 
— 1 tell you he follows me. 

Mrs. S. Why, l»ad you not belter stay, and let him 
speak to you? 

Cla. Ay ! But then he won’t know where i 

live, without my telling liim. 

Mrs. S. Come then. Ha, ha, ha! 

Jac. Ay, poor Clarinda! Aliens done. [Ereunt, 

Enter Frankly. 

Frank. Sure that must be sh<;! her shape and easy 
air cannot lie so exactly copied by another. Now, you 
young rogue, Cupid, guide me dirreliy to her, as iou 
the surest arrow in your qiii\er. [Eait. 

SCENE II. A Street before Sttijcti. A y; i/s Door* 
Enter Cl arinda, Jacinth A, and Mrs. Strict la no. 

Cla. Lord ! Dear Jacintha for heayen’.s sak« 

make haste : he’ll overtake us before we get in. 
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Jac. Overtake a«! why, be is not in sight 

C/o. Is not he? Ha! Sore 1 have not drojjpcd my 
fan— I would not have him lose sight of me neither. 

[iiide. 

Mrs. S. Here he is 

Cla. In In In then. 

Jac. [Laag/imp] What, without your fan? 

Cla. Pshaw ! 1 have lost nothing In, in, I’ll follow 

you. [Exeunt into the House, Clarinda last. 

Enter Frankly. 

Frank. It is impossible I shonlu be deceiv’d. My 
eyes, and the quick pulses at the heart assure roe it is 
she. Ha ! His she, by hcav’n ! and the door left open 
loo A fair invitation, by all the rules of love. [Liit. 

SCENE HI. An Apartment in Stricti.and’s House. 

Enter Clarinda, FRANKLY/o/iuu'i«g her. 

Frank. I hope, madam, you will excuse the boldness 
of this intrusion, since it is owing to your own behu' 
viour that I am forc’d to it. 

Cla. To ray behaviour, sir. 

Frank, You cannot but remember me at Bath, 
madam, where I so lately had the favour of your 
hand 

Cla. I do remember, sir ; but I little expected any 
wrong interpretation of my behaviour from one who 
bad so much the appearance of a gentleman. 

Frank. Wlial 1 saw of your behaviour was so just, 
it would admit of no misrepresentation. I only feared, 
whatever reason you had to conceal your naide from 
me at Bath, you might have the same to do it now; 
and though ray happiness was so nearly concerned, I 
rather chose to venture thus abruptly after you, than be 
iraperlinenlly inquisitive. 

Cla. Sir, there seems to be so much civility in yonr^ 
rudeness, than 1 can easily forgive it; though I don’t 
see how your happiness is at all concerned. 

Frank, No, madam! 1 believe you are the only laiV' 
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irbo coaid. with the qaalifications you are mistress of, 
©e iosetisibfe of the power they give you over the hap- 
Ipiness of our sex. 

Cla, How vain should we women be, if you genlle- 
inen were but wise! If you did not all of you say the 
same things to every woman, we should certainly be 
foolish enough to believe some of you were in earnest. 

Frank. Could yon have the least sense of what 1 
feel whilst 1 am speaking, you would know me to be 
in earnest, and what I say to be the dictates of a heart 
that admires you ; may I not say that 

Cla. Sir, this is*carrying the 

Frank. When 1 danced with you at Bath, 1 was 
charmed with your whole behaviour, and felt the same 
lender admiration : but my hone of seeing you after- 
wards kept in iny passion till a mure proper time 
should ofler. You cannot therefore blame me now, if, 
alter having lost you once, 1 do not suflcr an inex- 
cusable modesty to prevent my making use of this 
second opportunity. 

Cla. This behaviour, sir, is so diflerenl from the 
gaiety of your couversalioii then, that 1 am at a loss 
how to answer you. 

Frank. There is nothing, madam, which could lake 
oft* from the gaiety with which your presence inspires 
every heart, but the fear of losing you. How can 1 be 
otherwise than as 1 am, when 1 know not, but you 
may leave Liondon as abruptly as you did Bath. 

Enter Luc ETTA. 

I.uc. Madam, the tea is ready, and my mistress waits 
for you. 

Cla. Very well, I come — Lncettal You sec, 
sy, 1 am called away : but 1 hope you will excuse it, 
when 1 leave you with an assurance, that the bu.siuess 
which brings me to town will keep me here some time. 

Frank. How generous it is in you thus to ease the 

heart, that knew not how to ask lor such a favour* 

I fear to ofi*end But this hou.se 1 suppose is yours? 

Cla. You will hear of me, if not ftnd me here. 
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Franh. I then lake my leave. 

Cia. I’m undone ! He ba.s me ! 


ACT ‘4 

[Ent. 


Enter Mrs. Strictlavd. 

Mrs. S. Well ; how do you find yourself ? 

Via I do find that if he goes on as be has beg^nn, 

I shall certainly have him without giving him the least 
uneasiness. 

Mrs. S. A very terrible prospect, indeed! 

C/a. Btil I inu.sl least* him a little Where is 

Jaeinlha.^ how will she laugh at me, if 1 become a 
pupil of her’s, and learn to give easv.! No; positively 
I shall never do it. 

Mrs.S. Poor Jacintha ha.s met with what 1 feared 
from Mr. Slriclland’s temper, an utter denial. I know 
not whv, but he really grows more and more ill- 
iialur’d.'^ 

(7a Well ; now do I heartily wi.'ili my affairs were in 
lii.H power a little, that I luighl have a lew difficulties to 
surmotiiil ; 1 love difficulties; and yet, 1 don’t know — 
it is as well as it i.s. 

Mrs. .S. Ha, ha, ha! Come, the lea waits. [Eaeunt. 

Enter STRir-TLAM). 

Strict. These doings in my house distract me. I met 
a fine gentleman ; wluui I inquired who he was — why, 
he trame to Clariiida. i met a footman loo, and he came 
to Ciarinda. I shall not he eg.sy till she is decamped. 
My wile had lue character of a virtuous woman— and 
they have not been long acquainted ; but then they 

were by themselves at Bath That hurls — that hurts 

— they must be watch’d, they must; I know them, 

1 know all their wiles, and the best of them are but 
hypocrites Hal— 

Re-enter Lucetta, who passes over the Stage. 
Suppose I brihe the maid: she is of their council, the 
inaoager of their secrets: it shall be so; money will do ’ 
it, and I shall know all that passes. Lucetta! 

Luc. Sir. 
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Strict. Liicetla! 

Luc. Sir. — If lie should suspect, and search me now. 
I’m undone. [/l.side. 

Strict. She is a sly ^irl, and may be servi< eablc, 
— Lucetta, you are a jjoovl girl, and have an 
Jionesl face. 1 like it. It lot»ks as if it carried no 

ih'ceit in it Y'et, if she should be false, she can do 

me most harm. [^Aside. 

Imc. Pray, sir, speak out. 

Strict. No ; she is a woman, and it is the hi^ifhest 
imprudence to triii^ her. [.-Isitie. 

Luc. 1 am not able to understand you. 

Strict, 1 am glad of it. 1 would not have you under- 
stand me. 

Luc. 'i’lien what did you call me for? — If he should 
be in love with my lace, it would be rare spoi t. ,{ Aside. 

Strict. Tester, ay, 'Pester is the proper jierson. 

[dsff/fj Lucetta, tell 'Pester I want him. 

Luc. Yes, sir. Mighty odd, tliis! It gives me 

lime, however, to send Buckle ivilh this letter to his 
master, Aside, hhit. 

Strict. Could I hut be once well satistied that my 
wife had really finished me, 1 helieve 1 shoo hi be h.h 
quiet as if 1 were sure to the contrary : but whilst 1 
am in doubt, 1 am miserable. 

Enter Tester. 

Tes, Does your honour please to want me.^ 

Strict. .Yy, 'Pester i need not fear. 'Phe honesty 

of his service, and the gooiliiess of his look, make me 
secure^ I will trust him. [^Aside] — Tester, I think J have 
been a tolerable good master to you. 

Tes. Yes, sir very tolerable. 

JSlrict. I like his simplicity well. It promises honesty. 
{Aside^ I have a secret. Tester, to imparl to you ; a 
lliiug of the greatest importance. Dook upon me, and 
• don’t stand picking your fingers. 

Tes. Yes, sir, — No, sir. 

Strict. But will not his simplicity expose him the 
more to Lucetta’s conning P Yes, yes; she will worm 
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the secret out of him. I had better trust her with it at 

once,— So 1 will. [Aside] Tester, go send Laoetta 

hither. 

Tes. Yes, sir Here she is. 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Locetta, m; master wants you. 

Strict. Gel ^oa down, Tester. 

7h, Yes, sir. [£jif. 

Luc. If you want me, sir, I beg you would make 
haste, for I have a thousand things to do. 

Strict. Well, well; what I have lo say will not take 
up much time, could I but persuade you to be honest. 

Luc. Why, sir, 1 hone you don’t suspect my honesty 

Strict. Well, well: 1 believe you honest. 

[S/iuts the Door. 

Luc. What can be at the bottom of all this.'* [Jsidt . 

Strict. So ; we cannot be loo private. Come hither, 
hussy ; nearer yet. 

Luc. Lord, sir ! you are not going lo be rude. 1 
TOW 1 will call out. 

Strict. Hold your tongue Does tlie baggage laugh 

at. iner* She does; she mocks me, and will reveal it to 
iny wife; and her insolence upon it will be more insup- 
portable to me than cuckoldom itself, [dside] 1 have 
not leisure now, Lucetta— Some other time— Hush! 
Did not the bell ring? Yes, yes; my wife wants you. 
Go, go, go lo her. [Pushes her out] There is no hell on 
earth like being a slave lo suspicion. [Eiit. 

SCENE IV. The Piazza, Covent Garden. 

Enter Bellamy and Jack Meggot. 

Bel. Nav, nay ; 1 would not put your family into 
any confusion. 

J. Meg. None in life, my dear, 1 assure you, I will 
go and order every thing this instant for her reception. 

Bel. You are too obliging, sir; but you need not be* 
in this hurry, for 1 am in no certainty when I shall 
trouble you ; 1 only know that my JacinUia has taken 
such a resolution. 
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J. Meg, Tlicrefore we tbonld be prciparcd ; for when 
mnas a iadj baa ancb a reaotaUon in her head, she is 
l^poji the rack till she executes it. ’Foregad, Mr. Bel- 
atnj, this most be a girl of fire. 

fTnlrr FfeANKLY. 

Frank, Bvixom and lively as the bounding doe 

Fair as painting can express, or youthful poets fancy 
when they love. Tol de rol lol ! 

[Singing and dancing. 

Bel. Who is llii^you talk thus rapturously of? 

Frank. Who should it be, but 1 sliall know her 

name to-morrow. [Sings and dances, 

J. Meg. What is the matter, ho! Is the man mad? 

Frank. Even so, gentlemen ; as mad as love and joy 
can make me. 

Bel. But inform os whence this joy proceeds. 

Frank. Joy! joy! my lads! she’s found I my Perdita! 
my charmer ! 

J. Meg. ’Egad ! her charms have bewitch’d the man, 
1 think But who is she? 

Bel. Come, come, tell us who is this wonder ! 

Frank. But will you say nothing? 

BeL Nothing, as 1 live. 

Frank. Nor you ? 

J, Meg. I’ll be as silent as the grave 

Frank. With a tombstone upon it, to tell every one 
whose dust it carries. 

Meg. I’ll be as secret as a debauched prude 

Frank. VVhbse sanctity every one suspects. Jack, 
Jack, Uis not in thy nature ; keeping a secret is worse 
to thee than keeping thy accounts. But to leave fool- 
ing, listen to me both, that 1 may whisper it into your 

ears, that echo may not catch the sinking sound 1 

cannot tell who she is, faith — Tol de rol rol 

J, Meg. IVfad I mad ! very mad ! 

Frank. All I know of her is, that she is a charming 

woman, and has given me liberty to visit her again 

Bellamy, ’tis she, the lovely she. [Apart to Bellamy. 

BeL So I did suppose. ' [Apart, 

Meg. Poor Charles! for heaven’s sake, Mr. Bel- 
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Jamy, persaade him to to bis chamber, whilst I pre- 
Mre every thing; for yoo at home. Adieu. [/Isitir to 
BelUimii] B ye, Charles. Ha, ha, ha! [Eiit. 

Frank. Oli, love ' thou art a gift worthy of a god 
indeed! Dear Bellamy, nothing now could add lo my 
pleasure, hut to see uiy friend as deep in h)ve as 1 am. 

Bel. I show iiiy heart is capable of love by the friend- 
ship it bears to you. 

Frank. The light of friendship looks but dim before 
the brighter tlaine of love; love is the spring of cheer- 
fulness and joy. Why how dull ?nd phlegmatic do 
you show to me now ; whilst I am all life ; light as fea- 
ther’d Mercury Yon, dull and cold as earth and 

water; 1, light and warm as air and fire. — These me 
the only elements in love’s world! Why, Bellamy, for 
shame ! gel thee a iiiisliess, and be sociable. 

Bel. Frankly, 1 am now going to 

Frank. W hy that face now:* Your humble servant, 
sir. My Hood of joy shall not be stopp’d by your 
melancholy fits, J assure you. [Going. 

Bel. Stay, Frankly, 1 beg you slay, What would 
you say now if I were really in lover* 

Frank. Why faith, limu hast such romantic notions 
of sense and honour, that 1 know not what to say. 

Bel. To confess the truth then, I am in love. 

Frank. And do you confess it as if it were a sin? 
Proclaim it aloud; glory in it; boast of it as your 
greatest virtue. Swear it with a lover’s oath, and 1 will 
believe you. 

Bel. Why then, by the bright eyes of her I love— 

Frank. Well said f 

Bel. By all that's tender,amiable, and soft in woman — 

Frank. Bravo! 

Bel. 1 swear I am as true an enamorato as ever 
lagg’d rhyme. 

Frank. And art thou then thoroughly in love? Come 
to my arms, thou dear companion of my joy s. 

[they embrace. 

Enter Ranger. 

Ran. Why Hey! Js there never a wench lo 

be got for love or money ? 
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hel. Pshaw ! Rao^r here ? 

Han, Vcs, Raiijfer is here, and perhaps does not 
come so iinpertinonliy as you may imagine. Paith f 1 
think I have the knack of iiiiding out secrets Nay, 

never look so queer Here is a letter, Mr. Bellamy, 

that seems to promise you better diversion than your 
hugging one another. 

Het, VVhal do you mean ? 

Han, Do you deal much in these |)a|>er tokens ? 

Jicl. Oh the dear kind creature ! it is from herself. 

^ [Apart to Franktp. 

Han. What, is it a pair of laced shoes she wants ^ or 
have the boys broke her windows? 

Hr.L Hold your profane longue! 

Frank. Nay, pr'y thee, Bellamy, don’t keep it to your- 
self, as if her whole atiections were contain'd in those 
few lines. 

Han. Pr’y thee let him alone to his silent raptures. 
But it is as I always said — ^your grave men ever are Iho 
greatest whoreinaslers. 

Bei. I cannot lie disoblig’d now, say what you will : 
but how came this into your hands? 

Han. Your sesvanl Buckle and 1 changed commis- 
sions ; he went on my errand, and I came on his. 

Bel. ’Sdealh! 1 want him this very instant. 

Han. He will l»e here presently j but 1 demand to 
know what 1 have brought you. 

Frank. Ay, ay! out with it! you know we never 
blah, and may be of service. 

Bel. I'welve o’clock ! oh, the dear hour! 

Rai^ Why it is a pretty convenient time indeed. 

Btl. By all .that’s happy, she promises in this letter 

her© to leave her guardian this very night — ^aiid run 

away with me. 

Ran. How is this? 

Bel. Nay, I know not how myself — she says at the 

bottom Your servant has full instructions from 

JLiicetta fum to equip me for my expedition. 1 will not 
trust myself home with you to-nighty because I know it 
is inconvenient ; therefore 1 beg you would procure me 
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a lodging; it is no matter how/ar off my guardian's . — 
Yours, Jacintha. 

Ran. Carry her to a bagnio, and there you may lodge 
frith her. 

Frank. Why this must be a girl of spirit, faith! 

Bel. And beauty equal to her sprightliness. I love 
her, and she loves me. She has thirty thousand pound* 
to her fortune. 

Ran. The devil she has ! 

Bel. And never plays at cards. 

Ran. Nor does any one thing likq,any other woman, 

I sm>poae. 

Frank. Not so, I hope, neither. 

Bet. Oh, Frankly, Ranger, I never felt such ease 
before I the secret’s out, and you don’t laugh at me. 

frank. Laugh at Ihee for loving a woman with thirty 
thousand pounds? thou art a most unaccountable fel- 
low. 

Ran. How the devil could he work her op to this! I 
never could have had the face to have done it. But— — 

1 know not how there is a degree of assurance in 

you modest gentlemen, which we impudent fellows never 
can come up to. 

Bel. Oh! your servant, good sir. You should not 
abuse me now. Ranger, but do all you can to assist mo. 

Ran. Why, look ye, Bellamy, I am a damnable un- 
lucky fellow, and so will have nothing to do in this 
affair: I’ll take care to be out of the way, so as to do 
you no harm ; that’s ail 1 can answer for; and so — suc- 
cess attend you. [Going] I cannot leave you quite to 
yourself neither; for if this should prove a round-house 
affair, as I make no doubt it will, I believe 1 may have 
more interest there than you ; and so, sir, you may hear 
of me at [fFhtspm. 

Bel. For shame, Ranger! the most notra gamfog- 
faouse in town. 

Ran, Forgive me this once, my boy. I must go,' 
faith, to pay a debt of honour to some of the greatest 
rascals in town. [Lift. 

Frank. But where do you design to lodge her: 
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Bel. At Mr. Mejs^EOi** He is alreadj to pre- 

pare for her r^$epiion. 

Frank. The propereat plac^ in the world: his aunts 
will entertain her with honour. 

Bel. And the newness of her acouaintarice will pre- 

rent its i)eing- suspected. Frankly, give nte your 

hand : this is a very critical time. 

Frank. Pho ! none of your musty reflections now ! 
When a man is in love, to the very brink of matrimony, 
what the devil has he to do with Plutarch amf Seneca? 
Here is your servant, with a face full of business — PH 

leave yon together 1 shall be at the King*s'Arms, 

where, if you want iny assistance, you may liiid me. 

[iiail. 

Enter BiTrKi,F.. 

Bel. So, Buckle, you seem to have your hands full. 

Buck. Not fuller than niy head, sir, I promise you. 
You have had your letter, 1 hijpe? 

Bel. Y es, and in it she refers me to you for my in- 
structions. 

Buck. Why, the affair stands thus. — As Mr. Stricl- 
land sees the door lock’d and barred every night him- 
self, and takes the*key up with him, it is impossible for 
us to escape any way but through tlie window j for 
which purpose I have a ladder of ropes. 

Bel. Good- 

Buck. And because a hoop, as the ladies wear them 
DW, is not the most decent dress to come down a lad- 
er in, 1 have in this other bundle a suit of boy’s 
clothes, which 1 believe will fit her; at least, it will 

serve the lime she wants it. You will soon be for 

pulling it off, I suppose. 

Bel. Why, you are in spirits, you rogue. 

Buck. These i am now to convey to Lucelta— — 
Have you any thing to say, sir? 

Bel. Nothing, but that I will not fail at the hour 
{•{^pointed. Bring me word to Mr. Meggot’s how you 
go on. Succeed in this, and it shall make your fortune. 

f f 1 a cunt. 
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SCENE I. 


The Street hrfore Mr. Stp.ictlasd’s House. 

Enter Bellamy, in a Chairman's Coat. 

Bel How tediously have the miniilcs pass’d these last 
few hours! and the envious rogues will fly, no lighl- 
niog quicker, when we would hare them slay.— Hold ! 
let nie not mistake — this is the house. [Pulls out his 
TTotr/i] By heaven it is not yet the hour I— I hear some- 
body coming. The moon’s so bright — I had belter not 
be here till the happy instant comes. [£ 2 it. 

£«ter Frankly. 

Frank. Wine is no antidote to love, but rather feeds 
the flame; now am 1 such an amorous puppy, that 1 
cannot walk straight home, but must come out of jny 
way to lake a view of my queen’s palace by moonlight 

Ay, here stands the temple where my goddess is 

adored— the door’s open. [Retires. 

Enter Lucetta. 

Luc. [Under the Ifinduu-j Madam, madam, hist! 
.Aiadam How shall 1 make her hear? 
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Jacinth A, in Bay's Clothes, appears at the Window. 

Jac. Who is Ibere^ W'hal’s the iiialter ? 

Luc. It is 1/ tuadam; vou must not pretend to stir 
till I give the word; you’ll be discovered if yon do. — 

Frank. What do 1 aee? A man! My heart misgives 
me. I Aside. 

Luc. My master is below, sitting up for Mrs. Cla- 
riuda. He raves as if he was mad about her being out 
so late. 

Frank. Here is^ome intrigue or other. I must see 
mure of this l>efore I give furtlier way to love. [Aside. 

Luc. One minute he is in the street : the neat he is 
ill the kitchen : now he will lock her out, and then he’ll 
wail himself, and see what figure she makes when she 
vouchsafes to venture home. 

Jac. 1 long to have it over. Get me but once out 
of his house. 

Frank. Cowardly rascal! would I were in his place! 

I Aside. 

Luc. If 1 can but fix him any where, I can fel yon 
out myself— —You have the ladder ready, in case of 
necessity ? 

Jac. Yes, yes. [ Exit Lucetta. 

Frank. The ladder I This must lead to some disco- 
very ; 1 shall watcii you, iiiy young gentleman, 1 shall. 

[Aside. 

Enter Clarinda and Servant. 

Cla. This wlii.st is a most enticing devil. 1 am afraid 
'I am loo late for Mr. Strictland’s sober hours. 

Jac.* Ha I 1 hear a noi.se ! 

Cla. No; 1 see a light in Jactnliia’s wimloiv. You 
may go home. [Giccs the Sei'vant Money] I am safe. 

Servant. 

Jac. Sure it must he he! Mr. Bellamy — Sir. 

Frank. Does not he call me.^ [Aside. 

Cla, Ha! who’s that? 1 am frightened out of my 

wits A mail! [Aside. 

. Jac. Is it you ? 

^rank. Yes, yes; ’tis 1, lis I. 

»ac. Listen at the duoi . 
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Frank, I willj ’lis open There is no noise: til's 

qoiel. 

CUl Sore it is my spark — and talking to Jacinllia. 

[Jside. 

Frank. You may come down the ladder-^qoick. 

Juc. Catch it then, and hold it. 

Frank. 1 have it. Now I shall see what sort of 
mettle my \oiing spark i.s made of, [Jsidt. 

Cla. With a ladder too! I’ll assure you. But I must 
see the end of it. [Aside. 

Jac. Hark ! did not somebody spegk ? 

Frank. No, no j be not fearful — Sdealh! we are dis- 
cover’d. [Frankly and Clarinda retire. 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Luc. Hist! hist! are you ready 

Jac. Yes,. Maylvenlnre? 

Ltic. Now is y<iur time. He is in high conference 
with hi.s privy counsellor, Mr. Tester, You may come 
down the back stairs, and I’ll let you out. I Exit. 

Jac. I will, I will; and am heartily glad of it. fEn't.- 

Frank. [Adiwichig] May be so; but you and 1 shall 
have a few words before you get off' s-o cleanly. 

Cla. [Advancing] How lucky it was 1 came home at 
tliis inslanU 1 shall spoil his sport 1 believe. [Aside] 
Do ^ou know me, sir? 

Frank. 1 am aihazed! You here! This was unex- 
pected indeed ! 

Cla. V\ hy, 1 believe I do come a little unexpectedly, 
but 1 shall amaze you more. I know the whole course 
of your amour: all the process of your mighty passion 
from its first rise 

Frank What is all this? 

Cla. To the very conclusion, which you vainly hope 
to effect this night. 

Frank. By heaven, madam. I know not what you 
mean! 1 came hither purely to contemplate ou youi 
beauties. 

Cla, Any beauties, sir, I find will serve your turn 
Did I not hear you talk to her at the window? 

Frank. Her! 
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Cla. Blush, hinsh, fur shain^ ; but be assor*H ;oa 
have seen the last both of Jactntha and me. f fJxfV. 

Frank. Jaciutha! Hear me, madam — She is ccone. 
This must certainly be Bellamy’s niistreas, and I have 
fairij ruin’d all his scheme. This it is tu l>e in luck. 

Re-enter Bei.lamy, behind. 

Bel. Ha! a man under the window I [Aside. 

Frank. No ; here she couiea, and 1 may convey her 
to him. 

Re-enter Ja^^intha, and runs to Frankly. 

Jac. i have at last got lo you. I.«el’s haste away — Oh! 

Frank. Be not frighten’d, lady. 

Jac. Oh! 1 am abus’d, l»elray’d! 

Bel. Betray’d! Frankly! 

Frank. Bellamy! 

Bel. 1 can scarce l»elieve it, though 1 see it. Draw — 

Frank. Hear me, Bellamy Dady 

Jac. Slay do not fight! 

Frank. 1 am innocent; it is all a mistake! 

Jac. For my sake be quiet! We shall be discovered ! 
the family is alarm’d ! 

Bel. You are* obeyed. Mr. Frankly, there is but 
one way 

Frank. 1 understand you. \uy time but now. Yon 
will certainly be discovered! To-morrow, at your cham- 
bers. 

Bel. Till then farewell. 

[Exeunt Bellamy and Jacintha. 

Frank. Then, when he is cool, I may Ik? heard; and 
the real, though suspicious accuiiiil of this iiiatU*r may 
be believed. Vet, amidst all this perplexity, it pleascns 
me to find mv fair incognita is jealous of my love, 

' StHct. [H ithin'] Where’s Lucetta? iiearch every 
place. 

Frank. Hark! the cry is up! I must begone. [Exit. 

Enter Strictland, Tester, a7id Servants. 

Strict. She’s gone ! she’s lost ! I am cheated ! pursue 
||ier ! seek her ! 

Tes. Sir, all her clothes are in her chamber. 
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Serv. Sir, Mrs. CiarinHa said she was in boj’s clothes. 

Stiict. Av, ar, 1 know it — Beilainy has her.— Come 
along-— pursue her, [fijcunt. 

Fnter Ranger. 

Ran. Hark! Was nof the noise this way? 

No, tlieie is no game stirring. Thi.s same goddess, 
Diana, shines so bright with her chastity, that, ’egad, I 
believe the wenches are ashamed to look her in the face. 
Now 1 am in an admirable mood for a frolic — have wine 
in my head, and money in iny pocket, and so am fur- 
nished out for the cannonading of any^ountess in Chris- 
tendom Ha! what have we here? a ladder! — this 
cannot be placed here for nothing — and a window open ! 
Is it love or mischief now that is going on within? 1 
care not which — 1 am in a right cue fur either. Up 1 

go, neck or nothing, Slay — do I not run a greater 

chance of spoiling sport than I do of making any? that 
1 bale as much as J love the other I'here can be no 
harm in serdng how the land lies— I’ll up [Gofs up 

s^i/pj All is hush Ha' a light, and a woman! by 

all llial’s Incky, neither old nor crooked! I’ll in — Hal 
she is gone again ! i will after her. [Gets in at the If in- 
dou] And for fear of the .squalls of virtue, and the 
pursuit of the family, I will make sure of the ladder. 
Now fortune be my guide. 


SCENE IT. Mrs. Strictland’s Dressing-n»om. 

Enter Mrs. Strictlasd^ followed by Lucetta. 

Mrs. S. Well, I am in great hopes she will e.scape. 

Luc. Never fear, madam ; the lovers have the start 
of him, and 1 warrant they’ll keep it. 

Mrs. S. Were Mr. Strictland ever to siisj^ct my be- 
ing privy to her flight, 1 know not what might be the 
con^uence. 

Luc. Then you bad belter be undressing. He may 
return immediately. 

As she is sitting douti at the Toilet, enter Ranger 
behind. 

iton. Young and beautiful. [Aside. 
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Luc. 1 have watch'd hini pretty narrowly of late, 
and never once suspected till this tnoriiing 

Mrs. S. And who j^ave you authority to watch hi* 
actions, or pry into his secrets? 

Lur. 1 hoj>e, tnadain, you are notan^ry. I liioiight 
it inig^ht have been of service to you to know niy mas- 
ter was jealous. 

f?ait. And tier husband jealous! If she does but send 
away the maid, I am happy. [.4si(Jc. 

Mrs. S. uve me. [.^n^r#7y. 

Luc. This it is to meddle with other people's allairs. 

• [ I'Uu in Anger. 

Ran. What a lucky dog I am* I never made a gen- 
tlemaii a cuckold l>efore. Now impudence assist me. 

[Aside. 

Mrs. S. [fji.sps] Provoking! 1 am sure 1 never have 
deserved it of him. 

Ran. Oh, cuckold him by all means, inadutn ; I am 
your man ! [She shrieks] Oli, fie, madam ! if you .squall 
so cursedly, you will be discover’d. 

Mrs. S. "Discover’d ! W hat mean you, sir.^ Du you 
come to abuse me ? 

Ran. I'll do iny endeavour, madam; you can have 
no more. 

Mrs. S. Whence came you? How got you here? 

Ran. Dear madam, so long as 1 am here, what signi- 
fies how 1 got here, or whence 1 came? But that 1 may 
satisfy your curiosity, first, as to your “ Whence came 
you?” 1 answer, out of the street ; and to your ** How 
got you here?” I .‘^ay , in at the window; it stood so 
invitingly ojven, it was irresistible. But, madam — you 
were ^oing to undress. 1 beg 1 may not incoiumode 
you. 

Mrs. S. This is the most cotisummate piece of iinpu- 
<fence ! 

Run. For heaven’s sake have one drop of pity for a 
poor young fellow, who long has loved you. 

Mrs. S. What W4»uld the fellow have? 

Ran. Your husband's usage will eaciise you to llie 
world. 

Mrs. S. I canuot bear this insolence! Help! help! 
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Han. Oh, hold tliat clamorous tongue, madatii! — 
S^ak one word more, and 1 am ^one, positively gone. 

Mrs. S. Gone! so I would have you. 

Han. Lord, madam, you are so hasty ! 

Mrs. S Shall J not sjieak when a thief, a robber, 
breaks info in ^ house at midnight? Help! help! 

Han. Ha! no one hears. Now, Cupid, assist me! 
[dside] Lookye, madam, I never could make fine 
speeches, and cringe, and bow, and fawn, and flatter, 
and lie; 1 have said more to you already, than I ever 
said to a woman in such circurosti^ces in all my life. 
But since 1 find yon will yield to no persuasion to your 
good, 1 will gently force yon to be grateful. [T'^ruies 
dotmi his Hat and seizes Come, come, unbend that 
brow, and look more kindly on me! 

Mn.S. For shame, sir! thus on my knees let me 
beg for mercy. [Kneels. 

Ran. And thus on mine, let me beg the same. 

[Kneels, catches, and kisses her. 

Strict. [H'd/jin] Take away her sword! she’ll hurt 
herself! 

Mrs. S. Oh, heavens! that is my husband's voice! 

Han. [/?i.se.sl The devil it is! 

Strict. [H'itnin] Take away her sword, I say, and 
then I can close with her. 

Mrs, S. He is upon the stairs, now coming up ! I am 
Oiidone if he sees you. 

Ran. Fox on him, 1 mast decamp then. Which 

wav? 

Jvirs. S. Through this passage, into tiie next cham- 
ber. 

Ran. And so into tbe street. With ail ray heirt. 
You may be periectiy easy, madam: mum’s the word; 

1 never blab. i shall not leave oflf so, but wait till 

the iast moment. [Aside, and exit. 

Mrs. S. So, he’s gone. What could 1 have said, if 
he Jiad been discovered ! 

Enter Mr. Strictland, driving in Jacintha, 
Luc ETTA following. 

Strict. Once more, luy pretty masculine madam, you 
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are welcome home ; and I hope lo keen yoa immewliat 
clmier than 1 have done ; for eight oVIock io-iitorrow 
morning is the latest hour you shall stay in this lewd 
town. 

Jac. Oh, sir, when once a girl is equipp'd with a 
hearty resolution, it is not your worsliip’s sagacity, 
nor the great chain at your gate, can binder her from 
doing what she has a mind. 

Strict. Oh, Lord, Lord! how this love improves a 
young lady’s modesty ! 

Jac. Am i to blajpe to sc^i'k for happiness any where, 
when you are resolved to make me mtserahle here? 

Strict, 1 have this night prevented your making 
yourself so, and will endeavour to do it for the future, 
i have you safe now, and the devil shall not gel you out 
of my clutches again. 1 iia%'e lock’d the doors and 
barred them, I warrant you. So here, [Giue« her a 
Candle] troop to vour chamber and to bed, whilst you 
are well. Gki! [Treads on tiangn''s Hat] WhaVs here ^ 
a bat! a man’s hat in my wife's dressing>i oom ! 

[Looks at the. Hat. 

Mrs. S. What shall 1 do? [Aside. 

Strict. [Takes up the Hat and looks at Mrs. Strict- 
Umd] Ha : by hell, I see ’tis true ! 

J^frs. S. My fears confound me. I dare not tell the 
truth, and know not how lo frame a lie! [yi,side. 

Strict. Mrs. Strictlaiid, Mrs. Striclland, how came 
this hat into your chaiiiher? 

Luc. Are you that way disposed, my fine lady, and 
will not trust me ? [Aside. 

Strict. Speak, wretch, speak ! 

7<fc. 1 could not have suspected this. [Aside. 

Strict. Why dost thou not speak ? 

Jtfrs. S. Sir 

Strict. Guilt — His guilt that lies your tongue! 

jL«c. 1 must bring her oft", however. [Aside. 

Strict. My fears are just, and 1 am miserable — thou 
worst of women! 

Mrs. S. 1 know my innocence, and can bear this no 
onger. 
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Strict. 1 know joa are false, and ’Us I who will bear 
mj injuries no longer, M^alk about ia a Passion. 

Luc. [Apart to Jucintlui] Is not the liat voars’ Own 
it, madam. [Takes away Jucinthas Hat, and exit. 

Mrs. S. Wliat ^uutid, whal cause have you for jea- 
loasy, when you yourself can wiliiess your leaviiije: me 
was accidental, your relurn uttcertain, aud expected 
even sooner than it hapiiened ? The abuse is gross and 
palpable. 

•Strict. Why this is true! 

Mrs. S. indeed, Jacinlha, 1 am innocent. 

Strict. And yet this hat must belong to somebody. 

Jac. Dear Mrs. Strictland, be not concerned ; when 
he has diverted himself a little longer with it— — 
Strict. Ha! 

Jac. 1 suppose be will give me my hat again. 

Strict. Y our hat ? 

Jac. Yes, my hat. You brush’d it from my side 
yourself, and then trod upon it ; whether on purpose to 
abuse this lady, or no, you best know yourself. 

Strict. It caunot be— ’lis all a lie. 

Jac. Believe so still, with all my heart ; but the hat 
is luiue. Now, sir, who dues it belong to r 

[•Snatches it and puts it m. 

Strict. Why did she lo<»k so;* 

Jac. Your violence of temjver is loo much for her. 
You use her ill, aud theu suspect her for that coiilusiun 
which you yourself occasion. 

Strict. Whv did not y.m set me right at first.? 

Jac Ycmr liard usage i»f me, sir, is a sufficient rea- 
son why I should tiol Ire niueJi concerned to iiudecdve 
you at all. ' I’is for your lady’s sake 1 do it noW ;'-wbQ 
desei ve.'i m ich belter of you than to be thus exposed 
for every slight su>pieion. See where she sits — go. lo 
her. 

Mrs. S. [ Indeed, Mr. Strictland, I have a soul 
as much above ^ 

Strict. Whew I Now you have both found your 
tongues, and 1 must bear with their eternal rattle. 

Jac. For shame, sir ! go to her, and 
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Strict. Well, well, wiiatsbali I nay? 1 forgive — — ail 
over. I, I, 1 forgive. 

Mrs. S. Forgive! What do you mean ? 

Jac. Forgive her! is that all? Consider, sir 

Strict. Hold, bold, your confounded longues, and 
11 do any thing. IHI ask pardon — or forgive — c»r any 
biing. Good now, be quiet — I ask your pardon — there 
-[Kisses her} For you, tiiadain, I am infinitely obliged 
0 you, and t could find in iiiy heart to make you a 
eturn in kind, by marrying you to a beggar, but I 
ave more ctmscienc^. Come, come to your chamber, 
lere, take this candle. 

Re-enter Lucetta, pertly. 

Luc. Sir, if you please, I uill light niy young lady 

0 l>ed. 

Strict. No, no! no such thing, good madam. She 
hall have nothing but her pillow to consult this night, 
assure you. So in, in. [The Ladies take leave* 
Jacintha} Good nigld, kind madam. 

Luc. Pox of the jealous fool ! we might both have 
scap’d out of the window purely. [Aside. 

Strict. Go, gel vou down ; ami, do you hear, order 
he coach to be n ady in the nioi nitig at eight exactly. 
£xir Lucetta} So she is safe till to-niorrow, and then 
for the coiMitry ; and when she is there, I can manage 
as 1 think fit. 

Mrs. S. Dear Mr. Strictland 

Strict. I am not in a humour, Mrs. Strictland, fit to 
Lalk with you. Go to bed. I will endeavour to get 
|he better of my temper; if I can. I’ll follow you. — 
£xii Mrs. Strictland] How despicable have I made 
myself! 

SCENE 111. Another Chamber. 

Enter Ranger. 

j Ran. All seems hush’d again, and I may venture oat, 

1 may as well .sneak ofl' whilst 1 arn in a whole skin. 
And shall so much love and claret as 1 arn in possession 
of only lull me to sleep, when it might so inacb belter 
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Mlp me wftktng? Forbid it, fortune, end forbid it, 
love. Tbiu iis a chain l»er. perhaps of some bewitching 
female, and 1 may >K fc»e happy. Ha! a light! the 
door o{>ens. A boy ! pox on him ! [Kefim 

inter Ja< imha, with a Candle. 

Jac. I have been listening at llie door, and from 
their silence, 1 conclude they are peaceably gone to 
bed together. 

Han. .A pretty Imy, faith; he seems uneasy. 

Juc. [^tftiwe dnu'wj What ay unlucky night has 
this proved to me! every circutiiHlaiice has fallen out 
unbapjuiy. 

Ran. He talks aloud. I'll listen. fifstde. 

Jac. But what most ama/es me is, that Ciarinda 
sboiiid betray me! 

Ran. Ciarinda! she must l»e a vyoinan. Well, what 
of her' [Aside. 

Jac. My guardian else would never have suspected 
my disguise. 

Ran. Disguise! Ha, it must be so! What eyes she 
ha.s! what a dull rogue was 1 not lu suspect this 
sooner! . [Aside. 

Juc. Ha, I had fttrgot; the ladder is at the window 
still, and I will boldly venture by myself. [HistH£ 
briskly Ju .sees Hunger] Ha! a uiau, aud well dressed; 
Ha, .VifN Slrictland. are you then at last dishonest! 

Han. By all niy wishes she is a charming woman! 
lucky rascal! [Aside. 

Jac. But I will, if po.ssibie, conceal her shame, aud 
stand the brunt of his impertinence. 

Ran W hat shall I say to her? No matter; aiiv^bing 
soA will do the business. [Aside. 

Jac. Who are you? 

Ran. A mail, young gentleman. 

Jac. And what would you have? 

Ran. A woutaii. 

Jac. You are very free, sir. Here are none for you. 

Ran. Ay, but there is one, and a lair one too; the 
most charming creature ualure ever set her baud to ; 
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and jott are ihe dear lilile pilot iliat most direct me to 
her 6eart. 

Jac. VVlial mean you, sir? It is an uAice 1 am not 
accustomed to. 

Ran. You won’t have far to ^o, however. I never 
make my errands tedious. It is to your own heart, 
dear madam, I would have you whisper in iny la^half. 
Nay, never start. Think you such beauty could ever 
l>e concealed from eyes so well acquainted with its 
charms ? 

Jac. What will become of me? If I cry out, Mrs. 
Strietlaud is undone. This is iiiy last resort. [ Aside. 

Ran. Pardon, dear lady, the boldness of this visit, 
which your guardian’s care has forced me to : but i 
long have loved you, long doated on that beauteous 
face, and followed you from place to place, though 
{>erhaps unknown and unregarded. 

Jac. Here’s a s{>ecial fellow. [dside. 

Ran. lurii then an eye of pity on my sufl'erings; 
and by heaven, one lender look from those piercing 

eyes, one touch of this soft hand 

[Going to take her Hand. 

Jac. Hold, sir, i\p nearer. 

Ran. Would more than repay whole years of pain. 

Jac. Hear mej but keep your distance, or 1 raise 
the family. 

Ran. Blessings on her tongue, only for prattling to 
me. [Aside. 

Jac. Oh, for a moment’s courage, and 1 shall .shame 

him from his purpose. [J.side] If 1 were certain so 

much gallantry had been shown on my account only — 

R/fn. You wrong your beauty to think that any 
other could have power to draw' me hither. By all the 
little love^hal play about your Ups, 1 swear 

Jac. You came to me, and me alone. 

Ran. By all the thousand graces that inhabit there, 
y^u, and only you, have drawn me hither. 

Jac. Well said — Could I but believe you 

Ran. By heaven she comes! Ah, honest Ranger, 1 
never knew thee fail. [Aside. 
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Jac. Pray, air, where did yoa leave this hat ? 

lian. 'riial bal ! that bat— ’lis ray bat— I dropped it 
fa the next chamber as 1 was looking for yours. 

Jac. How mean and despicable do you look iiowl 

Ran. So, so! 1 am in a pretty pickle! [Aside. 

Jac. V'oii know by this, that 1 am acquainted with 
every thing that has passed within ; and how ill it 
agrees with what you have professed to me. Let me 
advise ^ou, sir, to be gone iniinediatoly : throngh that 
window’ you may easily get into the street. One scream 
of mine, the least noise at that !oor, will wake the 
house. 

Ran. Say you so.^ [.^side. 

Jac. Believe me, sir, an injured husband is not so 
easily appeas’d ; and a susjiected wife, that is jealous of 
her honour 

Ran. Is the devil, and so let’s have no more of her. 
Look ye, inadain, [Getting betwem the Door and her] 
1 have but one argument left, and that is a strung one. 
Look on me well, 1 am as handsome, a strong, well- 
litude fellow as any about town ; and since we are 
alone, as I, take it, we have no occasion to be more 
private. [Goins to lay hold c^' her, 

Jac. I have a reputation, sir, and will maintain it. 

Ran. Y'ou have a bewitching })air of eyes. 

Jac. Consider my virtue. 

Ran. Consider your beauty and my desirc.s. 

Jac. If were a man, you dar’d not use me thus. 

Ran. I should nut have the same temptation. 

Jac. Hear me, sir, 1 will be heard. [Breaks^rorn him] 
There is a man who will make you repent this usage of 
me. Oh, Bellamv! where art thou now? 

Ran. Bellamy! 

Jac. Were he here, you durst not thus aiPont me. 

(Bursts into Tears. 

Ran. His mislreas, on my soul! [.dsidej — You can 
love, madam ; you can love, i hnd. — Her tears affect 
me strangely. [Aside. 

Jac. \ am not ashamed to own my passion for a man 
of virtue and honour. 1 love and glory in it. 
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Ron. Oh, brave! and you can wrile letters, you can. 
‘‘ I will not trust myself home with you this evening, 
because I know it is inconvenient.” 

Jac. Ha! 

Ran. ‘‘ Tfier^ore I beg you would procure me a 
lodging ; His no matter bow far off my guardian’s. 
Yours, .lacinUia.” 

Jac. The very words of my letter ! 1 am amaz’d ! 
[dlside] Do you know Mr. Beilainy.^ 

Ran. I’liere is not a man on earth 1 have so great a 
value for; and he must have some value for me loo, or 
he would never have shown me your pretty epistle ; 
think of that, fair lady. The ladder is at the window ; 
and so, madam, 1 ho{)e delivering you safe into his 
arms, will in some measure expiate the crime 1 have 
been guilty of to you. * 

Jac. Good lieaven! How fortunate is this ! 

Ran. 1 believe I make myself appear more wicked 
than 1 really am. For damn me, if I do not feel more 
satisfactiou in the thoughts of restoring you to my 
friend, than 1 could have pleasure in any favour your 
bounty could have liestowed. Let any other rake lay 
his hand upon Ids heart and .say the same. 

Jac. Your generosity traiisjmrts me. 

Ran. Let us lose no time then; the ladder’s ready. 
Where was you to lodge ^ 

Jac. At Mr. Meggot’s. 

Ran. At my friend Jacky’s! belter and better still. 

Jac. Are you acquainted with him too.^ 

Ran. Ay, ay ; why. did i not tell you at first that I 
was^one of your old acquaintance? 1 know all about 
you, you see; though the devil fetch me if ever 1 saw 
you before. Now, madam, give me your hand. 

afoc. AIM now, sir, have with you. 

Ran. Then thou art a girl of spirit. And though I 
long to hug yon for trusting yonrself with me, 1 will 
Aot beg a single kiss, till ^llamy himself shall give 
ote leave He must fight well that takes you from me. 

lEieunt. 



SCF.Vt: I. The Piazza. 

Enter Bei-lamy and Frankly. 

Bei. Piiliaw! what impertinent devii pal it into your 
head lu meddle with my afl'airs? • 

frank. Y'ou know i went thither in pursuit of 
another. 

Bel. I know nothing you had to do there at all. 

Frank. 1 thought, Mr. Bellamy, you were a lover. 

Bel. 1 am ko; and therefore should be forgiven this 
•ndden warmth. 

Frank. And therefore should forgive the fond imper- 
iioence of a lover. ,, 

Bel. Jealousy, you know, is as natural an incident to 
love 

Frank. As curiosity. By one piece of silly curioscty 
I have gone nigh to ruin both myself and you ; let not 
then your jealousy complete our misfortunes. 1 tear I 
have lost a mistress well as you ; then let us not 
quarrel. All may come right again. 

Bel, It is impossible. She is gone, removed for ever 
from my sight: she is in the country by this time. 
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Frank. How did jou lose her after we parted ? 

Bel. By too oontideivce. When I pot her lo 
any chair, the cliairmeti were not to be found. And. 
»afe as I Uioaght in oor disguise, I actually pnt her into 
the chair, wh«o Mr. Striclland and his servants were in 
sight; which I had no sooner done, than they sar« 
rounded us, overpowered me, and carried her away. 

Frank. Unfortunate indeed! Could yon not maae a 
second attempt ? 

Bel. i had designed it ; but when I came to the door, 
I found the ladder removed ; and hearing no noise, 
seeing no lights, nor being able to make any body 
answer, 1 concluded all attempts as impracticable as 
1 pow find them. — Ha! 1 see Luoetta coming. Then 
they may be still in town. 


Enter Lucetta. 


Lncetta, welcome! what news oLJacintha’ 

Luc. News, sir! you fright me out of my senses! 
Why, is she not with you? 

Bel. What do you mean ? With me ! 1 have not seen 
her since I lost her last night. 

Luc. Good beav’n ! then she is undone fur ever. 

Frank. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Bel. Speak out — i’in all amaeenieut 

Luc. She is escap’d, without any of us kii0wiii||> 
how. Nobody miss’d her till morning. We all thoi^^ 
she went away with yon. But bMven knows 
what may have happened. 

Bel. Somebody must have accompanied her in her 

^ic. We know of nobody : we are all in confusion 
at home. My master swears revenge on you. My 
mistress says a stranger has her. 

Mel. A stranger ! 

Luc. But Mrs. Clarinda 

Bel. Clarinda! who is she? 

Luc. The lady, sir, who you saw at oor house last 
■ight. [To Frankly 

Fr<mk. Ha! what of her? 
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Ijuc. She My*, «he is sore one Pmnkfy is fbe man ; 
she saw fiiein toj^etlier, and knows it to true. 

frank. Damn’d fortune ! [Aside. 

Luc. Sore this is not Mr. Frankly. 

Frank. Nothing will cunrince him now. [Aside. 

BeL [Ijnokinp at Frankly] Ha! ’tis true! — I see it 
is true. [Aside] Lucetla, run up to Buckle, and take 
him with you to search wherever you can. TPut* her 
out] Now, Mr. Frankly, I have found you. — Von liave 
used me so ill, that you force me to forget you are my 
friend. 

Frank. Wlial do yon mean ? 

Bel. Draw. 

Frank. .\re you mad ^ By heavens, I am innocent 

Bel. I have heard you, and will no longer be imposed 
on — Defend yourself. 

Frank. Nay, if you are so hot, ] draw to defend my- 
self, as 1 would against a roadman. 

Enter Ranger. 

Ron. What the devil, swords at noon-day! Have 
among you, faith! [Paris them] What’s here, Bellamy 
— Ves, ’gad, you are Bellamy, and .yon are Frankly; 
put up, put op both of you — or else — 1 am a devilish 
tellow. wtren once my sword is out 

Bel. We shall have a time 

Ban. [Pushing Bellamy one voay] A time for what? 

Frank. 1 shall be always as ready to defend my 
innocenoe as now. 

Flan. [Pushing Frankly the other trai/] Innocence! 
ay, to be sure — at your age— a mighty innocent Jel low, 
00 doubt But wiiat, in tlie name of common sense, is 
it that ails you both.’ are you mad? 'J'lie last time I 
saw you, you were hugging and kissing; and now 3 »>a 
cutting one anotiier’s throats — 1 never knew any 
good come of one fellow’s beslavering another — But I 
shall put you into a better humour, 1 warrant you— — 
Bellamy, Frankly, listen both of you — Such fortune — 
Moh a sobeme 

BeL PPylhee, leave fooling. What, art drunk 
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Frank, He is alwftjs so, I think. 

Ran. And who gave joo the privilege of thinking? 
Dnink! no; I am not drunk. — ri|i«y, perha^ with 
my good fortune- -merry, and in spirits — thougn 1 have 
not fire enough to run my friend through the bodjf. 
Not drunk, thmigii Jack Meggot and I have boxed it 

about Champaign was the word for two whole 

hours by Shrewsbury clock. 

Bel. jack Meggot! — Why, 1 left him at one, going 
lo bed. . 

R/tn. That may j>e, but I made shifl to rouse him 
and his family by four this morning. Ounds, 1 piidt’d 
up a wench, and carried her to his house. 

Bel. Ha! 

Rail. Such a variety of adventures — Nay, you shall . 

hear Bui before I oegin, Bellamy, you shall promise 

me half a dozen kisums t^forehand : for liie devil fetch 
me if that iiltie jade, Jacintha, would give me one, 
though ( pressed hard. 

Bet. Who, Jacintha? press lo kiss Jacintha? 

Ran. Kis.s lier! ay; why nut? is she not a woman, 
Hud made to be kiss'd? 

Bel. Kiss her — ~ — I shall run distracted! 

Ran. How could I help it, when I bad her alone, you 
rogue, in her l>ed-chamMr at midnight ! if 1 had been 
to be sacrificed, I should have dune it. 

Bel. Bed-chamber, at midniglit! I can hold no longer 
Draw. 

Frank. Be easy, Bellamy. [Interptming, 

Bel. He has b^u at some of his damn’d tricks with 
her. 

Bratlk. Hear him out. 

Ran. ’Sdealh, how could f know she was his mis- 
tress? But 1 toil this story most miserably. J slionid 
have told you first, 1 was in another lady’s chamber. 
By the Lord, I got in at the window by a Udder of 
fopes. 

Frank. Ha ! another lady ? 

Ran, Another ; and stole in upon her whilst she was 
undressing; b^utifulasan angel, blooming and young-^ 
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Frank. Whal, in the tuune house f 

BeL What is this to Jacinlliaf Ease me of mj j^n. 

Ran. Aj, av, in the same house, on the same floor. 
The sweetest little angel— Bat 1 design to have aoolh^ 
tondi with her. 

Frank. ’Sdealii ! but jou shall liave a touch with me 
first. 

Bel. Stay, Frankly. [Interposing. 

Ran. Why, what strange madness has possess’d you 
both, that nobody must kiss a pretty wench but your- 

Bel. What became of Jacinths.^ 

Rem. Ounds! whal have you done, that you must 
monopolize kissing i’ 

Frank. Pr’ylhee, honest Ranger, ease me of the 
pain 1 am in. Was her name Clarinda? 

Bel. Speak in plain words, where Jacinlba is, where 
to be found. Dear boy, tell me. 

Ran. Ay, now it is, honest Ranger; and, dear boy, 
tell me — and a minute ago, my throat was to be cut — 

1 could find in my heart not to open my lips. But here 
comes Jack Meggot, who will let you into all the 
secret, though he design’d to keep it from you, in half 
the time that I can, though 1 had ever so great a mind 
to tell it you. 

Enter Jack Meggot. 

J. Meg. So, save ye, save ye, lads! we have been 
frighten’d out of <iur wits for you. Not hearing of 
Mr. Bellamy, pour Jacinlba is ready to sink for fear of 
any accident. 

Bel. Is she at your house ? * •- 

J. Meg. W^hv, did not you know that? W'e dis- 
patch’d master Ranger to you three hours ago. 

Ran. Ay, plague! hut 1 had business of my owh,*so 
1 could not come— Harkye, Frankly, is your girl maid, 
wife, or widow ? ^ 

Frank. A maid, I hope. 

Ran. Tile odds are against you, Charles But 

mine is married, you rogue, and her husband jealous— 
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The devil is in it if 1 do not r^p some rewnrd for my 
last ni^hrs service. 

Btl. He has certainly been at Mrs. Strictlaod herself. 
But) Frankly, I dare not look on yon. 

Frank, ‘"riiis one embrace cancels all thoniflits of 
enmity. [ Embracing him, 

Bel. Thou i^nerous man! — Bnt 1 must iiaste to ease 
Jacintha of her fears. [ Exit. 

Frank. And 1 to make up matters with Giariiida. 

[fcLrit. 

Ran. And I to srAne kind wench or other, Jack. But' 
where 1 sliall tind lier, heaven knows. And so, my ser- 
vice to your monkey. 

J. Meg. Adieu, raltlepate. [JEjtewtf. 

SCENE II. The Hall of Mr. Strictland’s House, 
Enter Mrs. Strictland and Clarinda. 

3Irs. S. But why in such a hurry, ray dear? stay till 
your servants can go along with you. 

Cla. Oh, no matter; they’ll follow with my things. 
It is but a little way off, and iny chair will guard me. 
After my staying out so late last night, I am sure Mr. 
Strictland will think every minute an age whilst I am in 
his house. 

Mrs. 6'. I am as much amaz’d at his suspending ]four 
innocence as my own ; and every time 1 think ot' it, I 
blush at my present behaviour to you. 

Cla. No ceremony, dear child. 

Mrs. 8. No, Clarinda, I am too well acquainted with 
« your ^od humour. But I fear, in the eye of a malicious 
wofid/it may look like a conKrmation of his suspicion. 

Cla, My dear, if the world wilt speak ill of me, for 
tha ^ttle innocent gaiety which I think the peculiar 
happiness of my temper, 1 know no way to prevent 
it, and am only sorry the world is so ilt-uatur^ : but 
i shall nut part with my mirth, 1 assure tliem, so long 
as I know it innocent. 1 wish, my dear, this may be 
the greatest uneasiness your hustmnd’s jealousy ever 
gives you. 
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Mrs. S. 1 hope be never «g:aiQ maj bare such oeca> 
ttoQ as he bad last night. 

Cla. Yon are so uofasbionabie a wire.— Whv, last 
nights accident would have made half ibe wiv^ in 
lAtndon easy for life. Has nol bis jealousy discover'd 
itself openly? And are nol you innocent? lliere is iio- 
Ihiiig but ^our foolish temper that prevents his being 
absolutely in your power. 

Mr$. a. Ciarinda, this is too serious an affair to langli 
at. Lei me advise you; lake care of Mr. Frankly, 
observe his temper well ; and if he has the least taint 
of jealousy, cast him off, and never trust to keeping 
him in your power. 

CUi. You will hear little more of Frankly, I believe. 
Here is Mr. Slrictland. * 

Enter Strictland and Lucetta. 

Strict. Lucetta says you want me, madam. 

CUt. 1 trouble you, sir, only that I might return you 
thanks for the civilities 1 have receiv’d in your family, 
before I look ray leave. 

&rict. Keep them to yourself, dear madam. As it is 
at my request that you leave my house, your liianks 
upon that occasion are nol very desirable. 

CUt. Oh, sir, you need nol fear. My thanks were 
only for your civilities. They will nol overburden you. 
fiul i'll confonn to your humour, sir, and part with as 
little ceremony—— 

Strict. As we met. 

CUt. The brute! [Aside] My dear, good by, we may 
meet ^in. [7t) Mrs. kr^ctland. 

Strict, if you dare trust roe with your hand. 

CUl Lucetta, remember my instructions. Now, sir, 
have with you. [StrictUmd leads CUtrinda cut. 

Mrs. S, Are her iostnictious cruel or kind, Lucetta? 
For I suppose Uiey relate to Mr. Frankly. 

Luc, Have you a mind to try if 1 can keep a secret 
as well as yourself, madam? But 1 will show you I am 
fit to be timled by keeping this, though it signi^ 
nothing. 
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Mrs. S. This answer is not so civil, I think. 

Luc. I beg pardon, madam, I meant it nut to offend. 
Mrs. S. Pray let us have no mure such. 1 neither 
desire nor want your assistance. 

Re-enter Strictland. 

Strict. She is gone; I feel myself somewhat easier 
already. Since 1 have begun the day with gallantry, 
madam, sliail I conduct you iipP 

Mrs. S. There is something, sir, which gives you 

secret uneasiness. 1 wish 

Strict. Perhaps f(b, madam ; and perhaps it may soon 
be no secret at all. [ Leads her out. 

Luc. Would I were once well settled with my young 
lady ; for at present this is but an odd sort of a queer 
family. Last night’s affair puzzles me. A hat tliere 
was that belong’d to none of us, that’s certain ; madam 
wa.s in a fright, that is as certain ; and I brought all off. 
Jaciiilba escaped, no one of us knows how. I^he good 
mau*s jealousy was yesterday groundless; yet, to-day, 
in ray mind, he is very much in the right. Mighty 
odd, all this! — Somebody knocks. If this should m 
C lariuda’s spark, I have an odd message fur him too. 

[iVie opens the Door. 

Enter Frankly. 

Frank. So, my pretty handmaid, meeting with yon 
gives me some hopes. May 1 sjK'ak with Clariiidaf 
Luc. W^iioin do you want, sir? 

Frank, Clarinda, child. The young lady I was ad- 
milted to yesterday. 

Lu€. Clarinda I No such person lives here, I assure 

you. 

Frank. Where then? 

Luc. 1 dou’l know iudee-d, sir. 

Frank. Will you inquire within ? 

Luc, Nobody knows in this house, sir, you will find. 
Frank, What do you mean? She is a friend of Ja- 
cintha’s, your lady. I will take my oath she was We 
last night ; and you yourself spoke of her being here 
this morning — Nut know! 
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Luc. No ; iwwM* of os know. She went iwij of % 
MKlikii — DO ooe of os can imapiie whither. 

Framk. Whj faith, child, Ihoa hast a tolerable fac«, 
and bast delivered this denial very handsomely ; but let 
tell yon, yonr impertinence this morning bad }ik*d 
to have cost me my life; now therefore make me 
mends. I come from yoor young mistrj’ss; I come 
froa Mr. Bellamy ; 1 come with niy purse full of gold, 
that persuasive rhetoric, to win you to lei me see and 
apeak to this Clarinda once again. 

Luc. She is not here, sir. 

Frank. Direct me to her. 

Luc. No, 1 can’t do tliat neither. 

Re-enter Strictland hthind. 

Strict. 1 beard a knocking at the door, and a man’s 
voice — Ha! [.dside. 

Frank. Deliver this letter to her. 

Strict. By all my fears, a letter ! > {Aside. 

Luc. 1 don’t know but 1 may be templed to do that. 

Frank. Take it then— and with it this. 

[Kiises her and gives her Money. 

Strict. Um I there are two bribes in a breath ! What 

jade she is! • [Aside. 

Luc. Ay, this gentleman understands reason. 

[Jsidc. 

Frank. And be assured you oblige your mistress while 
you are serving me. 

Strict, Her mistress !— Damn'd sex! and damn’d 
wife, tbou art an epitome of that sex ! [Aside. 

Frank. And if you can procure me an answer your 
fee shall be enlarged. 

Luc. Hie next step is to gel her to read Ibis letter. 

Strict. [Snatches the Letter] No noise but stand 

sileut there w hilst I read this. *■ 

[Breaks it open and drops the Case. — Reads. 

Madam — The gaiety of a heart happy as mine was 
y^erday, may^ 1 hope, easily excuse the unseasonablef' 

visit I made your house last night Death and the 

dbTit! oonfosion! I shall run distracted. U is too 
■raoh !— Hiere was a mao then to whom the bat belong'd; 
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jmd I mm jipiti'd, abus’d, obealed, iaaipfMi’d on b j a cbit, 
a child — Oh, woman, woman! — But I will be calm, 

•earch it to the bottom, and have a full revenue 

Luc. So, here’s fine work ! He’ll make himself rery 
ridiculous though. [i4side. 

Strict. [ Heads J I know my imutcence %ciU appear to 
manifettlp^ that I need only appeal to the tody who 

accompanied you at Bath ^Yoor very humble serrant, 

good, innocent, fine madam Clariuda And I do not 

doubt hut her ^ood nature will not let you persist in 
injurintf your obedient humble servant, 

Charles Frankly. 

Now who can say my jealousy lack’d foundation, oriny 
suspicion of fine madam’s innocent gaiety was unjust f 

— Gaiety ! why ay, ’twas gaiety brought him hither. 

My wife may be false in gaiety. What a number of 
things become fashionable under the notion of gaiety 

What, you received this epistle in gaiety too; and 

were to deliver it to my wife, I suppose, when the gay 

fit came next upon her?- Why, you impudent young 

striiinpet, do yon laugh at me? 

Luc. 1 would, if 1 dar’d, laugh heartily. — Be pleas’d, 
air, only to look at that piece of paper that lies there. 

Strict. Ha! • 

Luc. i have not touched it, sir. It is the case Uiat 
letter came in, and the direction will iiiforin you whom 
1 was to deliver it to. 

Strict. This is directed to Clariuda! 

Luc. Oh, is it so? Now read it over again, and all 
your foolish doubts will vanish. 

Strict. 1 have no doubts at all. I am satisfied that 
you, 4^cintha, Clariuda, my wife, all are 

jLuC' Lud ! lud I you will make a body mad. 

Strict. Hold your impertinent longue. 

>Luc. You’ll find the thing to be just as 1 say, sir. 

Strict. Be gone. [£jcit Lucetta] 'Fbey roust be poor 
at the work, indeed, if they did not lend one another 
•their names. ’Tis plain, ’tis evident, and 1 am miserable, 
ibl for my wife, she shall not stay one night longer in 
mj boose. Separation, shame, contempt, shall be her 
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pirtioa. I MB detOTBiiiied in ibe thing; and whenoo^ 
It if over, 1 may perhaps be easjr. [iurit. 

SCENE III. The Street. 

Clarinda brought in a Chair, folbwcd by Ranger. 

Ran. Uark^'e, chairioan! damn ^^our coufounded 
trot. Go slower. 

Cla. Here, stop. 

Ran. Bv heavens ! the monsters hear reason and obey, 

Cla. [JMting down the Wituiow] What troublesome 
fellow was thatr 

1 Chair. Some rake, I warrant, that cannot carry 
himself hotne, and wauts us to do it for him. 

Cla. J'here .iiid pray do _jou take care I be not 

troubled with him. [Gaes in. 

Ran. That’s as much as to sa}’ now, praj^ follow me. 
Madam, you are a clBirmiiig woman, and 1 will do it — 

J Chair. Stand off, sir. 

Ran. Fr’ythee, honest fellow — what — what writing 
is thatr* [Endeavourirtg^to get in. 

2 Chair. Y ou come not here. 

Han. Lodgings to be let : a pretty convenient inscrip- 
tion, and the sign of a good modest family. 'I'here 
may be lodgings for gentlemen as well as ladies. 
Harkye, rogues, I’ll lay you ail the silver 1 have in 
my iK>ckei, there it is, 1 get in there in spite of your 
teetn, ye uimps. [Throws down the Mortey, and goes in. 

Cla. [ R’ithinJ CItair, cliair, chair ! 

1 Chair. Who calls chair^ What have you let 

the geutleman in? 

Jl! Chair. l‘ll tell you what, partner, be certh^nly 
slipp’d by whilst we were picking up the money. Come, 
take up. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. Clarinjda’s Lodgings. 

Enter Clarinda, /oWoiced by Maid. 

Maid. BI(M8 me, madam, you seem disorder’d ; what’s 
the matter? 
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Ch. Some iinpertineot fellow ro1low*d Ihe obtur, And 
1 am afraid they lei liim in. [A noise between Rw^er 
and Landlady] 1 should cerlainly know lhal voice. 
My madcap cousin Ranger, as I (ive. 1 am sure lie 

dot» not know me. If i could bul hide m3f lace now» 

what sport I should have! A mask! a mask! Ron and 
see ^ you can hod a mask. 

Maid. 1 believe there is one above. 

Cia. Run, run, and fetch it. [£jit Maid] Here be 
conies. • 

Enter I^anger and Landlady. 

How unlucky this is! [Turning from them. 

Land. Wtiat’s your business here, unmannerly sir f 
Han. Well, let’s see these lodgings that are to be let. 

*Gad, a very pretty neat tenement Bul harkye, is it 

i-eai and natural, alt that, or only patch'd up and new 
painted this summer season, against the town ItllsP 
Land. What docs the sancy fellow mean with bis 
doable tenders here.^ Get you down 

Re-^ter Maidj with a Mask. 

Maid. Here is a very dirty one. [Aside to Clarinda. 
Cla. No matter. [Jtiit Maid] Now we shall see a 
little what be would be at. [Aside. 

Land. This is an honest bouse. For ail yonr lac'd 
waistcoat, I’ll have you thrown down neck aitd heels. 

Ran. Pho! not in such a hurry, p»od old lady 

A mask ! nay, with all my heart. It saves a world of 
blushing. Have you ne'er a one for me. 1 am apt to 
be asham’d mysell on these uccasious. 

tiufid. Get vou down, 1 say 

Ran. Not if 1 guess right, old lady. Madam : [To 
Clflrinda, who makes signs to the I .and lady to retire] 
look ye there now! that a woman should li%e to your 
age, and know so little of the matter. Be gone, [iuiit 
JLandlady] Bv her forwardness Ibis should be« whore 
of quality. My boy, Ranger, thou art iu luck lo^ay. 
She wout speak, 1 find — t^n 1 will. [Aside] l>eli<»te 
Jodgiug-s truly, uiaiiam ; and very neatly fnriiisbed — 
very convenient room ibis, 1 must needs own, to enter- 
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tsia A mix'd oompany. But, mt dear clmrming crea- 
ture, duet not that door open to' a more commodious 
apaiOment for the happiness of a private friend or so? 

prettiest brass lock Fast, am ; that won't do. 

'Sdcsith, you are a beautiful woman, I am sure you are. 
Pi^ythee let me see your face. It is your interest, 
child — the longer you delay, the more I shall expect. 
Therefore, [Takes Her Hand] my dear, soft, kind, new 
acquaintance, thus let me take your hand, and whilst 

J rou gently, with the other, let day-ligbl in upon me, 
et me softly hold you to me, that with my ion^ng lips 
I may receive the warmest, best impression. [6’hc un- 
masks] Ciariiida ! 

Cla. Ha, ha! your servant, cousin Ranger. — Ha, ha, 

Ran. Oh, your humble servant, madam. You bad 

like to have b^n beholden to your mask, cousin. 1 

must brazen it out. [Aside. 

Cla. Ha, ba, ha I You were not so bappy in your dis- 

S uise, sir. The pretty stagger in your ^it, that happy 
ispositiun of your wig, the genteel negligence of your 
whole person, and those pretty flowers of modish gal- 
lantry, made it impossible to roista{te you, my sweet 
cuz. Ha, lui ! 

Ran. Oh, I knew you loo; but 1 fancied you had 
taken a iiarlicular liking to my person, and had a mind 
to sink the reiatioo under that little piece of black vel- 
Tct; and, ’egi^, you never find me bebind-haod in a 
frolic. But since it is otherwise, my merry, good- 
humoured cousin, I am as heartily glad to see you in 
town, as 1 should be to meet any of my old bottle^ 
aoauaintauce. 

Cla. And on my side I am as happy in meeting your 
worsbij), as 1 should be in a rencounter with e’er a pfl- 
ticoat in Christendom. 

Ran. And if you have any occasion for a dangling 
sallaut to Vauxhall, Ranei^h, or even the poor neg- 
lected Park, you are so oolike the rest of your virtuous 
sisters of the petticoat, that i will venture myself with 
jou. 

Cla. Take care what you promise ; for who knows 
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bat Utis faee, yoa were pissed to saj to manj prettf 
tliinij^ of before yoa raw it, maj raise ao maiij rivala 
amonjf your kept inislrMses and reps of quality 

Ran. Hold, bold ! a truce with your ratire, sweet 
c<^ ; or if scandal must be the topic of every virtuooa 
woman’s conversation, call for your tea>water, and let 
it be in its proper element. Come, your tea, your tmu 

eta. With all my heart Who’s there? 

Re-enter Maid. 

Cet tea — Mat^J upon condition that you slay till 
it comes. 

Han. That is according as you behave, madam. 

Cla. Oh, sir, 1 am very sensible of the favour. 

Rem. Nay,, vou may, I assure you ; lor there is but 
one woman of virtue besides yourself, 1 would stay 
with ten minutes (and 1 have not known her above 
these twelve hours); the insipic^itv, or the rancour of 
their discourse, is insuflerable — ’^death ! [ bad rather 
take the air with my ^randmotlier. 

Cla. Ha, ha, ha! the ladies are highly obliged to you, 

vow. 

Ran. 1 tell you what; the lady I speak of was obliged 
to me, and the generous girl is ready to own it. 

Cla. 4nd pray when was it you did virtue this oonti- 
derable service r 

Ran. But this last Eight, the devil fetch me! A 
romantic whim of mine conveyed me into her cham- 
ber, where 1 found her, young and beautiful, alone, at 
midoiglit, dress’d like a soft Adonis; her lovely hair all 
loose about her shoulders 

Cda.Wn boy’s clothes! this is worth attending to. 

[Ande. 

Ran. ’Gad, 1 no more snspected her being a woniaiiy 
thiTn 1 did your being iny cater-cousin. 

Cla. How did you discover^it at last? 

Ran. Why, faith, she very modestly dropp’d me a 
bint of it herself. 

Cla. Herself! If this should' be Jacinlha ! [Ande. 

Ran. Ay, ’fore ’gad, did she ; which 1 imaging a good 
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ftign at midnight, aj* conain ! So 1 e’en in?enteti a long 
story of a passion I had for her, Ibongh 1 bad never 
seen her before — yoo know ray old way — and said so 

nanv, snch lender things 

, Cla. As you said to me jost now. 

Ran. Pho! quite in another style, I assure you. It 
was midnight, and I was in a right cue. 

Cla. Well, and what did she answer to all these pro- 
testations'’ 

Ran. WTiy, instead of running into my arms at once, 
as 1 ex|>ecled 

Cla. To be sure. 

Ran. ’Gad, like a free-hearted, honest girl, she 
frankly told me she liked another batter than she liked 
me ; that 1 had something in my face that showed 1 was 
a gentleman, and she would e’en trust herself with me, 
if 1 would give her ray word I would convey her to her 
spark. 

Cla. Oh, brave! and how did you bear this? 

Ran. Why, curse me, if 1 am ever angry with a 
woman for not having a passion for me. 

Cla. No? 

Htai. Never. 1 only hate your sex’s vain pretence 
of having no passion at all. ’Gad| 1 lov’d tne good- 
natored girl for it, took her at her word, stole her out 
of (be window, and this morning made a very honest 
fellow happy in the possession of her. 

Cla. And her name is JacinUia? 

Ran. Ha! 

Cla. Y our amours are no secrets, sir. You see yoo 
might as well have told me all the whole of last ni^t’s 
adventure ; for you find I know. 

Ran. All! Way what do you kuow.^ 

Cla. Nay, nothing. 1 only know that a genliemui’s 
hat cannot be dropp’d in#i lady’s chamber 

Ran. The devil ! 

Cla. But a husband is such an odd, impertinent, awk- 
ward creature, that he will be sliimbiing over it 

R<m. Here hidh been fine work. [Aside} But bow, 
in the nane of wonder, should yon know all this? 
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eta. Bjr beitig* In the same bouse. 

Ran. In Ihe same housed 

Cla. Ay, in the same bouse, a witness of llie confusion 
you bare made. 

Ran. Fraukly’s Ciarinda, by all tiiat’s forlonatel It 
roust be so! [A$ide. 

eta. And let me tell you, sir, that even the dull, low- 
spirited diversions you ridicule in us tame creatures, 
are preferable to the romantic exploits lluit only wine 
can raise you to. 

Ran. Ves, cousii% But I’ll be even with you. 

A tide. 

Cla. If you reflect, cousin, you will And a great deal 
of wit in sbocking a lady’s modesty, disturbing Iter 
quiet, tainting her reputation, and ruining the peace of 
a whole family. 

Ran. To be sure. 

Cla. These are the high-mettled’ pleasures of yon 
men of spirit, that the insipidity of the virtuous can 
never arrive at. And can you in reality think your 
burgundy and your Bacchus, your Venus and your 
loves, an excuse fur all this? Fie, cousin, Ae. 

Han. No, cousin. 

Cla. What, dumb? I am glad you have modesty 
enough left not to go about to excuse yourself. 

Ran. It is as yon say ; wlien we are sober, and reflect 
but ever so little on the follies we commit, we are 
ashamed and sorry; and yet tins very next minute we 
run again into the same absurdities. 

Cla. What! raoraliziug, cousin ? ha, ba, ha! 

Ran. What you know is not half, not a hundredth 
parWlf*llie mischief of ray last night's frolic ; and yet 
the very next petticoat 1 saw iiiis morning, 1 must fol- 
low^it, and be damn'd to me ; tiioogh, for aught i know, 
poor Praukly’s life may depend upon it. 

Cla. Whose life, sir? 

•/ton. And here do I stand prating to you now, 

Cla. Pray, good cousin, explain yourself. 

Ran. Good cousin! She has it. \Aside] Why, whilst 
I was making with the wench, mllamj and wore 
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quarrellitii^ aboat her; and thooii'h Jacintha and I 
made all the baste we could, we did not get to them 
before , 

Cla. Before what? I’m frighten’d o»it of my wits! 
Ran. Not that Frankly car^ three-halfpence for the 
girt. 

Cla. But there was no mischief done, 1 hope? 

Ran. Pho! a slight scratch; nothing at all, as the 
surgeon said : though he was but a queer-looking son 
of a bitch of a surgeon neither. 

Cla. Good God ! why, be sbouiC hare the best that 
can be found in London. 

Hon. Ay, indeed, so he should ; that was what I was 
going for when I saw you. [A’its doiwil They are all at 
Jack Meggot’s, hard by, and you will Keep nm here. 

Cla. I keep you here! For hearen’s sake be gone. 
Ran. Your tea is a damn’d while a coming. 

Cla. You shall haveno lea now, 1 assure you. 

Ran. Nay, one dish! 

Cla. No, positively yoa shall not slay. 

Ran. Your commands are absolute, madam. [Going. 
Cla. Then Frankly is true, and 1 only qm to olaioe. 
Ran. [Returns] But 1 beg ten thousand pardons, 

cousin, that I should forget 

Cla. Forget what? 

Ran. Forget to salute you. 

Cla. Pshaw ! how can you tri6e at soch a lime as Uiis? 
Ran. A trifle ! wrong not your beauty. 

Cla. Lord, how teasing yon are! Tliere. 

Rm. {Kisses her] Poor thing, how uneasy she is ! 
[Aiide] Nay, no ceremony ; you shall not stir 8,*lep 
with me. [txit, 

Cla. I do not intend it. This is downright pro- 
voking. [i^. 
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SCENE I. A Room in Mr. Strictland’s House. 

Mr. and Mrs. Strictland discovered ; she weeping, 

^ and he writing. 

Mrs. S. Heigh bo! 

What cao possibly be the occasioii of that 
sigh, madam ? you have yoorself agreed to a mainte- 
oance, aud a maijiteoaoce no duchess oeed be asham’d 
of. 

Mrs. S. But the extremities of provocation that 
drove me to that agreement 

Strict. Were the effect of your own follies. Why 
db aNMivdisturb me? [Writes. 

Mrs. S. 1 would not willingly give you a moment’s 
uneasinem ; 1 but desire a fair and equal bearing ; and 
if J*satisfy you not in every point, then abandon me, 
discard me to the world aii3i its malicious tongues. 

Strict. What was it you said ? Damn this pen. 

Mrs. S. 1 say, Mr. Strictland, 1 would only 

Strict, You would only you would only repeat 

wliat you have been saying this hour, 1 am innocent; 
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and when f showed jon the letter 1 had taken from 
^oar maid, what was then yom poor evasion, but that 
it was to Clarinda, and vun were innocent. 

Mrs. S. Heaven knows 1 am innocent. 

Strict. But 1 know your Ciarinda, voor woman of 

bononr, is your blind, your cover, your Bat why 

do I distract niyseif about a woman 1 have no lon^r 
any concerns with ? Here, madam, is your fate — a letter 
to vour bi other in the country. 

Mrs. S. Sir 

Strict. 1 have told him what a abater lie is to receive, 
and how to bid her welcome. 

Mrs. S. Then iry rain is complete. My Iwolher! 

Strict. I must riudicate my own honour, else what 
will the woild say:* 

Mrs. S. That brother was iny only hope, my only 
ground of patience. In bis retirement 1 bopira my 
name might have been safe, and slept, till by some 
happy means you might at length have known me iuno> 
cent, and pitied me. ^ 

Strict. Relirement! pretty soul! no, no, that faoe 
was never made lor relirement ; it is another sort of 
roliritig voti are fittest for. Ha! hark !* Wiiat’s that? 

t A Knochiig at the Door] Two gentle taps and why 

ul twor was that the signal, madam: Stir not, on 
your life ! 

Mrs. S. Give me resolution, heaven, to bear this 
usage, and keep it secret from the world. [Aside. 

Strict. I will have no signs, no items, no bera^to tell 
him I am here. [A Knack] Ha? another lap. The gen- 
tleman is in haste, i find. [Opens the Voor, 

Enter Tester. 

Tester! Why did j’oo not come in, rascal ? [Beats 
All vexations meet to cross me. 

Tes. Lard, sir! what do you strike me for.^ my mis- 
tress ordered me never to come in where she was, wit,*i- 
OQt first knocking at the door. 

Strict. Ob, cunning devil ! Tester is too honest to be 
trusted. 
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Mrs. S. man! will nothing nndeceii'e him f 

[Aside. 

Tes. Sir, here is a letter. 

Strict. To mj wife? 

Tes. No, sir, to voo. The serrani waits below. 

Strict. Art sure it is a servant? 

Tcs. Sir! it is Mr. Buckie, sir. [Storea. 

Strict. 1 am mad ; I know not what to say, or do, or 
think. Bui let’s read. [Heads to himself. 

Sir — cannot hear to r^ect that Mrs. Strictland 
may possibly be ruimid in your esteem, and in the voice 
of the world, only by the confusion which our affairs 
have made in your family, without offering all within 
our power to clear the misunderstimding between yott. 
H you will give yourself the trouble hut to step to Mr. 
Meggol’s, where all parties will be, we doubt not but we 
ran entirely mtify your most Jiagrant suspicions, to the 
honour of Mrs. ^triclland, and the quiet your lives. 

Jacinth 

. John Bellamv- 

Hcy! here is the whole gang witnessing for one ano- 
ther. They Ihiuk 1 am ftn ass, and will he led by the 
nose to believe eveAy thing. [Aside] Call me a chair. 
[Erit Tester] Yes, 1 will go to this rendezvous of eocf- 
mies — 1 will — and 6nd out all her plots, her artifices, 
and contrivances: it will clear my conduct to her bro- 
ther and all her friends. [Aside, and erit. 

Mrs. S. Gone so abruptly ! Wliat can that letter be 
about? no matter ; there is no way left to make us easy 
but by niy disgrace, and 1 most learn to sofier; time 
aadj anp eence will leach me to bear it patiently. 

Enter Lucetta. 

Imc. Mrs. Bellamy, madam (for my young lady is 
married), begs you would follow Mr. Stnetiand to Mr. 

She makes no doubt but she shall be able 
19 make yon and my master easy. 

Mrs. S. Bat bow came she to know any thing of the 
matter ? 
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Luc, 1 have been with them, madam; 1 coaid not 
b^r to see ao good a ladj ao ill treated. 

Mrs. S. 1 am indeed, Liicelta, ill treated ; bat ! hope 
this dav will be the last of it. 

Luc' Madam Ciarinda and Mr. Franklj will be Uiere : 
and the >oung gimtienian, madam, who was with jon 
in this room last night. 

Mrs. S. Ha! if he is there, there may be hopes; and 
it is worth the trying. 

Luc. r>ear lady, let me call a chair. 

Jlfrs. S. ril go willt you. 1 can»<t be more wretched 
than I am. [Kiennt. 

SCENE II. A Hcnm in Jack Meggot’s House, 

Enter Frankly, Ranger, Bellamy, Jacintha, 
and Jack Meg got. 

Frank. Oh, Ranger, this is news indeed! your cou- 
sin, and a lady of such fortune ! 

Ran. I have done the bn.siness for you; I tell you 
she’s your own. She l(jves you. 

Frank. You make my heart dance witV joy. Words 
are too faint to tell the joy 1 %?!. 

Ran. 1 have put that heart of hehs into such a Ant- 
ter, that I’ll lay a hundred guineas, with the assistance 
which this lady has promised me, 1 fix her yours di- 
rectly. 

Jac. Ay, ay, Mr. Frankly, we have a design upon 
her w hich cannot fail. But you must obey orders. 

Frank. Most willingly ; but remember, dear lady, I 
have more than life at stake. 

Jac. Away then into the next room ; for sb^s_t|ps 
instant coming hither. 

E'rank. Hither! you siirpri.se me more and more. 

Jac. Here is » message from her, by which she desires 
leave to wait on me this afternoon. 

Han, Only for the chance of seeing you here, 1 assure 
ye. 

Frank. Lei me hug tbee, though 1 know not how 
to believe it. 
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Ran, Psbaw! pr’jUiee don’t me! It is a busy 
dsj, a very busy day. 

J. Meg. Thou art the most unaccountable creature 
in life. 

Rmu But the most lucky one, Jack, if I succeed fi»r 
Frankly as I have for Betlainy, and my heart whispers 
me I shall. Come in, must noble Mr. Buckle: and 
whal have you to propose? 

Enter Buckle, 

Buck. A lady, iiiadain, in a chair, says her name is 
Ciartnda. 

Jac. Desire her to walk op. 

Bel. How could you let her wail? [Exit BuckleJ 
You must excuse him, madam ; Buckle is a true bache> 
lor’s servant, and knows no manners. 

Jac. Away, away, Mr. Frankly, and stay till i call 
you. A rap with my fan shaU be the signal. [Exit 
Frankly] We make very free with your house, Mr. 
Meggol. 

J. Meg. Oh, you could not oblige me more. 

Enter Cla rinda. 

• 

Cla. Dear Mrs. Bellamy, pity my confusion. 1 am 
to wish you joy and ask you pardon all in a breath. 1 
know nut whal to say ; 1 am quite ashamed of iny last 
night’s behaviour. 

Jac. Come, come, Clarinda, it is all well ; all is over 
and forgot. Mr. Bellamy—— f Su/ute. 

Cla. f wish you joy, sir, with ail my heart ; anti should 
have been very sorry it any folly of mine had pre- 
it. 

Bel. Madam, 1 am oblig’d to yon. 

Cla. I see nothing of Mr. Frankly ! my mind mis- 
gives me. [Aside. 

Ran. And so, you came hither purely out of frieod- 
|hip, good nature, and humility. 

Cla. Purely. 

Ran. To confess your offences, to beg pardon, and 
to make reparation. 
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Cla. PareW. U thb aoj Uiiag «) extimoBdinarj ? 

J. Meg. The iuo*l w> of my thing in life, 1 think. 

Ran. A very whimsical bu»inew» for so 6iw a lady , 
and an errand you seldom went on before, I fancy, »y 
dear cousin. . ... 

Jac. Never, I dare sarear, if I may judge by toe 
awknrard concern she shows in delivering it. 

Cla. Concern! Lard, well I protest yon are all 
exceeding pretty company I Being settled for life, 
JaciiiUia, gives an ease to the mind that brightens 
conversation strangely. c . 

Jac. 1 am sorry, with all my heart, you are not in the 
same condition; for as you are, luy dear, you are hor- 
ridly cliagriue. 

Ran. But with a little of our help, madam, the lady 
may recover, and be very good company. 

Cut. Hum! what does he mean, Mr. Bellamy ? 

Bel. Ask him, mad%m. 

Cla. Indeed I shall not give myself the trouble. 

Jac. Then von know what he means. 

Cla. Somelliing inijiertiuciit, 1 suppose, not worth 

explaining. . • i n i 

Jac. It is something you won’t let him explain, 1 hnd. 

Bernier Buckle, and whispers Jack Meggot. 

J. Meg. Very well. Desire him to walk into the 
parlour. Madam, the gentleman is below. 

Jac. Then every one to your posts. Vou know your 
cues. 

Ran. 1 warrant ye. [Eieunt Gentlemen. 

Cla. All gone! 1 am glad of it, for 1 want to sp«k 

to you. • I 

Hac. And I, my dear Clarinda, liave something which 
I do not know liow to tell you ; but it must be known 
sooner or later. 

Cla. W bat’s llie matter? 

Jac. Poor Mr. Frankly 

Cla. You fright me out of my senses! 

Jac. Has no wounds bat what you can cure. Ha, 
ha, ha! 
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Cla, Psiulw ! 1 sm angr^r. 

Jac, P»baw! You are pleased ; and will be more so, 
wt^n 1 tell vua iliiti man, wliuai furliine lias tlirown in 
joar waT> is in rank and temper the man in the world 
who suits you best for a husband. 

Cla. Husband! 1 say, husband, indeed! Where will 
Uiis end ? [ Aside, 

Jac. His very soul is yours, and he only wails an 
opportunity of telling you so. He is in the next room. 
Siiali 1 call him iii.^ 

Cla. My dear hold! 

Jac. How foolish is this coyness now, Clariiida! ff 

the men were here indeed, something might be said 

Aitd so, Mr. Frankly 

Cla. How can you be so leasing 
Jac. Nay, I am in downright earnest ; and to show 
how particular 1 have been in iny inquiries, though 1 
know you have a spirit above Regarding tlie modish, 

paltry way of a Sinilhfiald bargain His furUine 

Cla. 1 don't care what his fortune i.s. 

Jac. Don’t you so ; tlien you are further gone than 
1 thought you were. 

Cla. No, psliawj pr’ythee, 1 don’t mean so neither. 
Jac. 1 don’t care what you mean ; but you won’t like 
him the worse, i hope,* for having a fortune superior to 
your own. Now shall I call him in? 

Cla. Pho, dear girl Some other lime. 

Jac. fKaps with her fan] Thai’s the signal, and here 
is. You shall not stir : I positively will leave vou 
together. [Exit. 

Cla, I tremble ail over. 

Enter Franklv. 

frank. Pardon this freedom, nuidaro : but I hope 
our having so luckily met with a common friend in 

Mrs. Bellamy 

Cla. Sir! 

Frank, Makes any further apology for my behaviour 
lart night absolutely annec^uary. 

Cla, So far, Mr. Frankly, that 1 think the apology 
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tliniild be rather on mj.side, for the impertinent bottle 
1 made aboot her. 

Frank. Tliw beharionr gives me hopes, madam : par- 
don the constniction — bulfrom the lillle boslleyonpiade 
about tiie lady, may I not hope you was nut quite indif- 
ferent at«*ut Uie gentleman' 

CUt. Have a care of being loo sangoine in your 
hopes: might not a love of power, or the satisfaction 
of showing that power, or the dear pleasure of abasing 
that power; might not these have l>een foundation 
enough for more than what 1 didst 

Frank. Charming woman! With most of yonr sex, 
1 grant, they might, but not with you. Whatever 
power your beauty gives, your good nature will allow 
you no other use of it than to oblige. 

Cla. This is the height of compliment, Mr. Frankly. 

Frank. Not in my opinion, 1 assure you, madam ; 
and I am now going 1S) put it to the trial. 

Cla. What is he going to say now? [^stde. 

Frank. What is it that ails me, that I cannot speak ^ 
Pshaw ! he here ! 

Enter Ranger. 

Interrupted! impertinent! [Aside. 

Han. '[’here is no sight so ri(%uloQsas a pair of your 
true lovers. Here arc you two now, Imwing and cring- 
ing, and keeping a passion secret from one another, tb^ 
is no secret to all the house beside; and if you don't 
make the matter up immediately, it will be all over the 
town within these two hours. 

Cla. What do you mean? 

Frank, Ranger ^ 

Ran. Do you be quiet, can't ye? [jfpart to iTmikly] 
But it is over, 1 suppose, cousin, and you have given 
him yonr consent ? > 

Cla. Sir, the liberties you are pleas’d to take with 

Ran. Oh ! in your airs stiJi, are you ? Why then, M»r. 
Frankly, there is a oertaio letter of yours, sir, to this 
lady 

Cla. A letter to me? 
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Rm. Ay ! to joo, madaoi. 

Frank. Hi ! whit of that Idler ? 

Ritn. It is only fallen into Mr. Strictland's handf, 
tiiat is all ; and Ite has read it. 

Frank. Read it ! 

Ran. Ay, read it to ail his family at home, and to all 
the company l»elow ; and if some stop be not put to it, 
it will be read in all the coflee-houses in town. 

Frank. A slop ! this sword shall pul a slop to it, or ( 
will perish in the attempt. 

Ran. But will ^lat sword put a stop to the talk of the 
town? — Only make it talk the fa.sler, lake iny word 
for it. 

Cla. This is all a trick. 

Ran. A trick! is it so? you shall soon see that, my 
fine cousin. [ Exit. 

Frank. It is but too true, I fear. Tliere is such a 
letter, which 1 g^are Lucetta.# Can you forjfive me? 
Wa.s I much to blame, when 1 could neither see nor 
bear of you ? ^ 

Cla. [Tenderii/] You give yourself, Mr. Frankly, 
thousand more uneasinesses than you need about me. 

Frank. If thk uneasiness but convinces you bow 
much I love ^o« — ^Interrupted again ! 

Cla. This is downright malice. [Aside. 

Re-enter Kasoer, folUneed by Jacixtha, Strict- 
LAND, Bellamy, and Jack Mfccot. 

Ran. Enter, enter, genlle%ien and lady. Now you 
shall see whether tliis is a trick or no. 

Cla. Mr. Strictland here! What i.s all this? 

Doc. Do not be uneasy, my dear; we will explain it 
to you. 

t Frank. I cannot bear this trifling, Ranger, when my 
heart is on the rack. 

Ran. Come this way then, and learn. 

[Jacintha, Clarinda, Frankly, and Ranger retire. 

Strict land, Bellamy, anS. Meggot advance. 

Strict. Why, I know not well what to say. Hiia has 

fiu^. This letter may as well agree with Clarinda as 
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with my wife, at you hare told the ftory ; aikl Looetta 
explain'd it ao ; but the, for a lixpenny-piece, would 
have constru'd it the other way. 

J. Mee. But, sir, if we produce this Mr. Frankly to 
you, ancThe owns himself the author of this letter 

Bei. And if Glarinda likewise be broujcht before V'uur 
face to enconrasi^’ his addresses, there can be no further 
room fur doubt. 

Strict. No. I^t that appear, and I shall, I think 1 
shall, be satisfied — But yet it cannot be 

Bef. Whv n<d .^ Hear me, sir. ^ 

[They talk. Jacintha, Claruida^ Frankly, and 
Ravf'cr advance. 

Jac. In short, Glarinda, unless the affair is made up 
directly, a separation, with all the obloquy on her side, 
must lie tiie consequence. 

C’/fl. Poor Mrs. Strictland ! I pity her : but for him, 
he deserves all he feels, ^were it ten times what it is. 

Jac. It is for her sake only, that we beg of you both 
to bear his impertinenoe. 

Cla. With all uiy liearf. Yon will do what you 
please with me. 

Frank. Generous creature! c 

Strict. Ha, here she is, and with her the very mao 1 
saw deliver the letter to Lucetta. J do beg^in to fear 1 
have made myself a fool. Now for the proof. [Aside] 
Here is a letter, sir, which has given me great disturban^, 
and these gentlemen assure roe it was wrote by you. 

Frank. Tlial letter, sif[ upon my honour, 1 left this 
morning with Lucetta, for this ladv. 

Strict. Fur that lady? and Franlcly, lha uameatthe 
bottom, is nut feign'd, but your real name.^ 

Frank. Frankly is my name. 

Strict. I see, I feel myself ridiculous. [As^e. 

Jac. Now, Mr. Strictlaud, I hope 

J. Meg. Ay, ay ; a clear case. 

^rict. I am satisfied, and will go this insUmt to Mrs« 
Strictland. 

Katu Why then the devil letch me, if this would 
siUisfy me. 
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Strkt. WbkVs tbai ? 

Han. Naj, nothing ; it ia no affair of mine. 

Bel. What do jou mean, fUntrer? 

Strict, Aj, what do you ni«an? 1 will know before 
1 stir. 

Ran, With all iny heart, sir. Cannot you sec that 
all this tnav be a concerted matter between them ? 
Frank. ]%ang;er, you know I can resent 
Stinct. Go on; 1 will defend you, let who will resent 
it. 

Ran. Why then, sir, I declare myself your friend : 
and were I as you *noUiirig but their immediate mar- 
riage should convince me. 

Strict. Sir, you’re right, and are my friend indeed. 
Give me your hand. 

Ran. Nay, were 1 ‘to hear her say — 1, Clarinda, lake 
thee, Charles, 1 would not believe them till i saw them 
abed together. Now resent it as you will. 

Strict. Ay, sir, as you will ; but nothing less shall 
convince me ; and so, my hue lady, if you are in ear- 
nest * 

Cla. Sure, Mr. Strictland 

Strict. Nay, no,flouo(;ing; you cannot escape. 

Han. Why, Frankly, bas’t no soul ^ 

Frank. 1 pity her confusion. 

Ran. Pity her confusion! — the man’s a fool — Here, 
take her hand. 

Frank. Tiius, on my knees, then let me ravish, with 
your hand, your heart. ** 

Cla. Ravish it you oanuot; for it is with all my heart 
give it you. 

Stcict. 1 am satisfied. 

Cla. And so am 1, uow it is once over. 

Ran. And so aui 1, my dainty cousin; and 1 wish 
ydb joy of a man your whole sex would go to cuffs 
for, if' they knew him but half so well as 1 do — Ha ^ she 
l^we; Ibis is more than 1 bargain’d for. [Aside, 

Enter Jacinths, leading in Mrs. Strictland. 
Strict. [Embracing Mrs. Strictland] Madam, reproach 
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me nol with mj follj, and j'ou shall never liear of it 
again. 

Mrs. S. Reproach joii ! no ! if ever yon hear the least 
reflection pass iny lips, forsake me in that instant; or, 
what would yet be worse, suspect again. 

Strict. It 18 enough. I am asham’d to talk to thee. 
This letter, which 1 wrote to your brother, thus 1 tear 
in pieces, and with it pari for ever with my jealousy. 

Mrs. S. This is a joy, indeed ! as great as unexpected. 
Yet there is one thing wanting to make it lasting. 

/fan. What the devil is coming, now ? [dside. 

Mrs. S. Be assur’d, every other suspicion of me was 
as unjust as your last: though perhaps you had more 
foundation for your fears. 

Ran. She won’t tell, sure, for her own sake. [Aside. 

Mrs. S. All must lie clear’d before my heart will be 
at ease. 

Ran. It looks plaguy like it, though! [Aside. 

Strict. What mean you? 1 am all attention. 

Mrs. S. There was a man, as you suspected, in my 
chamber last night. 

Strict. Ha! take care, I shall relapse. 

Mrs. S That gentleman was he — < — 

Ran. Here is a devil for you ! [Aside. 

Mrs. S. Let him explain the rest. 

Ran. A frolic, a mere frolic, on my life. 

Strict. A frolic! Zounds! [They interpose. 

Ran. Nay don’t let us ouarrel the very moment you 
declar’d yourself my friena. There was no harm done, 

1 promise you. Nay, never frown. After I have told 
my story, any satisfaction you are pleas’d to asl^l 
shall be ready to pve. * ^ 

Strict. Be quick then, and ease me of my pain. I 

Han. W'by then, as I was strolling about last night, t 
npon the look out, 1 most confess, chance, and chance 
only, convey’d me to yoor house ; where 1 espied a 
ladder of ropes most invitingly fastened to the window. 

Jac. Which ladder I bad fasten’d for my escape. 

Strict. Proceed. 

Ran. Up mounted 1, and op I should have gone, if 
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it bid been in the irnrret; it’s all one to Ranger. I 
open’d one door, and then anotlier, and to my great 
sorprise the whole house was silent ; at last, i stole 
into a room where this lady was undressing. 

Strict. ’Sdeath and the devil ! you did not dare 
sore 

Ran. I don’t know whether I had dared, or no, if 1 
had not heard the maid say something of her master's 
being jealous. Oh, damn me, thought I, then the work 
is half done to my hands. 

Jac. Do you niii*il that, Mr. Strictland.^ 

Strict. I do 1 do, most feelingly. 

Ran. The maid grew saucy, and most conveniently 
to my wishes was turn’d out of the room ; and if you 
had not the best wife in the world 

Strict. Ounds, sir, but what right have you 

Kan. What right, sir? if you will Ik? jealous of your 
wife without a cause ; if you will be out at that time 
of night, when you might have been so much better 
employ’d at home ; we vouyg fellows tliink we have a 

right- 

Strict. No joking, 1 beseech you ; you know not 
what I f^l. . 

Ran. Then seriously, 1 was mad, or drunk enough, 
call it which you will, to be very rude to this lady, tor 
which 1 ask both her pardon and yours. 1 am an odd 
sort of a fellow, perhaps; but I am above telling you 
or any man a He, damn me, if 1 am not. 

Strict. 1 must, 1 cannot but believe you ; and for the 
future, madam, you shall find a heart ready to love and 
trust you. No tears, I beg; I cannot bear them. 

Mrs. S, I cannot speak, and yet there is a favour, 
sir 

Strict. I understand you ; and, as a proof of the sin- 
cerityr with which 1 speak, 1 beg it as a favour, of this 
lady in particular, [To Ciarinda] and of all tim corn- 
fumy in general, to return to my bouse immediately, 
where every thing, Mr. Bellamy, shall be settled to 
your entire satis&tion. No thanks, 1 have not de- 
serv’d tbein. 
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Ran. Whf, thiti is honest; continue hot in this 
hnmonr, and faith, sir, you may trust me to ron aboot 
jour hoiis ‘ like a spaiiiei. I cAniiol snflicienllj admire 
the whinisicalness of my jfood fortune, in being so inslru' 
mental to this general happiness. Bellamy, Frankly, I 
wish you joy with all tny heart, though 1 had rather you 
•hoiild l>e married than I, for all that. Never did 
matrimony a{t|»ear to me with a smile upon her face 
tilt this instant. 

Sure joys for ever wail each happy |)air, 

When sense the man, and virtue browns the fair, 
And kind compliance proves their mutual care. 

[Exeunt. 
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Though tb« ^oung smarts I see begin to sneer, 

And the old sinnerAcast a wicked leer, 

Be not alarm'd, ye fair — Y ou’ve nought to fear. 

No wanton hint, no loose ambiguous sense, 

Shall flatter vicious taste at your expense. 

Leaving, for once, these siiaitieless arts in vogne, 

We give a fable for the epilogue. 

An ass there was, our author bade me say. 

Who needs must write — He di4 — »nd wrote a play. 
The parts were cast to various beasts and fowl 

Their stage a barn ;-2 the mAtiskgvr an owl. 

The house wa.s cramm’d at mx, with friends and foes; 
Rakes, wits, and critics, citizens, and beaux. 

These characters a|>pear’d in diflerent shapes 
Of tigers, foxes, horses, bulls, and apes ; 

With others too, of lower rank and station ; 

A perfect abstract of the brute creation. 

Each, as he felt, mark’d out the author’s faults. 

And tbns the couuoissenrs express'd their thoughts. 
The critic-curs first snarl’d — the rules are broke, 
Time, place, and action sacrific’d to joke. 

Tlie goats cry’d out, ’twas formal, dull, and chaste — 
Not writ for beasts of gallantry and taste. 

The horned cattle were in piteous taking, 

At ^fornication, rapes, and cuckold-making. 

The tigers swore ne wanted fire and passion ; 

The apes condemn’d because it was Uie f^ion. 

'ilie generous steeds allow’d him proper merit : 

Here mark’d his faults, and there approv’d his spirit. 
While brother bards bray’d forth with usual spiMD, 
And as they heard, exploded every scene. 
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Wlieo Rejnard*» UuHigbU were 

Fam’d for hypocrisy , and worn wiUi age, 
Condemn’d the KliameietK licence of the stage. 

At wbicb the monkev skipp’d from Imx to 
And whisper’d roun ^ tin; jinlgment of tlie fox ; 
Abas’d the moderns; talk’d of Rome and Greece; 
Bilk’d ev’ry box-kc?eper; and damn'd the piece. 

Now ev’ry table lias a moral to it 

Be churchman, stateHman, any thing— but poet. 

In law, or physic, quack in what yqp wilt, 

Cant and grimace conceal the want of skill ; 

Secure in these, his gravity may pass 

Bot here no ariifioe can hide tte ass. 


C. Whittiuttiam, Printor, Chiyick. 
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THE SIE(5e of DAMASCUS 

Was produced at Drury Lane Theatre, February 
17, 1719; on which evening the author, who hat] 
a long time been struggling with a decayed con- 
stitution, departed this life. • If the success of 
the play could have lengthened his existence, and 
charmed the inexorable ty^nt from his pillow, he 
might long have enjoyed the congratulations of 
his friends ; but if was otherwise decreed ; and it 
is even supposed that anxiety for the fate of bis 
tragedy contributed to hasten his own last scene. 




PROLOGUE. 


Oft Itts Uw mose here Iry’d her magic aril. 

To raise \our fancies, and engage \our hearts. 
When o’er this little spot she shakes her wand. 
Towns, cities, nations, rise at her command ; 

And armies march obedient to her call. 

New stales are form’d, and ancient empires fall. 
To rary your instruction and delight, 

Past ages roll renew’d before your sight. 

I His awful form the Greek and Roman wears, 
Wak’d from his slumber of two thousand years: 
And man’s whole raA*, restor’d to joy and pain. 
Act all their little greatness o'er again. 

No common woes to-night we set to view ; 
Important in the time, the story new. 

Our op’uiiig scenes shall to your sight disclose 
How spiritual dragooning first arose ; 

Claims drawn from heav’n by a barbarian lord. 
And faith fir.sl propagated by the*8Word. * 

In rocky Araby this post began. 

And swiftly o’er the neighbouring country ran : 

By faction weaken’d, and disunion broke, 
Di'gen’rate provinqps admit the yoke, 

Nor slopp’d their progress till, resistless grown, 
Th’ enthusiasts made all Asia’s world their own. 

Britons, be warn’d ; let e’en your pleasures here 
Convey some mural to th’ attentive ear ; 

Beware lest blessings long possess’d dispieaM ; 
Nor grow supine with libt'rty and ease. 

Your coontry’s glory be your constant aim ; 

Her safety all is yours; think yours her fame. 
Unite at home — forego intestine jars ; 

Then scorn the rumours of religious wars; 

Speak loud in thunder from your g^uarded shores. 
And tell the continent, the sea is yours. 

Speak on, and say, by war, you’ll peace maintain, 
1)111 iirighlest years, reserv’d for George’s reign, 
Advance, and shine in their appointed round : 

Arts then shall flourish, plenteous joys abound; 
And clieer’d by him, each loyal muse shall sing, 
llie happiest island, and the greatest king. 
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SCENE I.. The City. 

Enter EvHEy&St followed by a Crowd ef People. 

Eum. X'll hear no more. Be gone! 

Or stop jour clam’rous mouths, that still are open 
To bawl sedition and consume our corn. 

If yon wilt follow me, send home your women, 

And follow to the waits; there earn your safety. 

As brave men should. — Pity your wives and ouldrsn! 
Yes, 1 do pity them, h^v’n knows 1 do, 

E’en more than yon ; nor will I yield them up, 
Though at your own request, a prey to ruffians. — 
Herbis, what news? 

Enter Herbis. 

Her. News! — we’re betray’d, deserted ; 

^e works are but half mann’d ; the Saracens 
Perceive it, and poor on such crowds, they blunt 
Our weapons, and have drain’d our stores of death. 
What will you next? 
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I TitE ilEGS 

Etm, l*fe a ftvsb racniit. 

Tbe valUnt Pkocjfai Imdt them on>-frkiW 
In early twerl bU noble raws ; ^ 

A more ^IlMi comatoa ardour aeenii to w&rm 
Hu l^noirtf at if be lov*d and oooriad dM|^* 
iier, I f»r 'twill be too lale. 

Eum. I tear it too ; 

And thouf b I bear'd it to the trmblint crowd, 

I’re » 0 EMi;tb’ infection, and 1 droid Ih’ erenl. 

Would I bad treated l«—lwt 'Ut now too late.— M«de. 
Come, Herbw. [ExeutU. 

A great SkmL Renter HcRAit. 

Her. So— Ibe tide tonii ; Pbocyas has driv’n it back. 
The gate onoe more is ours. 

Floutiih, JRe^er Eumbwas, vttb Phocyas, Arta'- 

, WON, 4^. 

Eum. Brave Hiocyaty thanks ! mine and the people’s 
thanks. 

Yet, that we nray not lose this breathing space, 

Hang out the flag of truce. You, Artanioii, 

Has.e with a truni|>et to th’ Arabian chiefs, 

And let them koow, timt, hostages exchang'd, 

I’d meet them now i^n the eastern plain. 

[£iit Aftaman. 

Pho. What means Bumenes? 

Emm. Pbocyas, I would try, 

^ friendly treaty, if on temns of peace 
Trtiey’ll yet withdraw their oow’rs. 

Pho. On terms of peace : 

What peace can you expect from bands of robbers? 
What terms from slaves but slavery? — You koow 
These wretches fight not at the call of honour, 

That sets the princes of tlie world io arms. 

Base-born, and starr’d, amidst their stony deserts, 
Long have tbev view'd from far, with wishing eyes, 
Our fruitfol vales, and all the verdant wealth 
That crowns fair Lebanon’s aspiring brows. 

Here have the locusts pitch’d, nor will they leave 
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Tl^se tatted iwcMitt, tbeae Uoottin{^ fteldi 
For barren mods and Mtire porerlj, 

'nil drir’n awajr bjr force. 

Bum. What can tve do ? « 

Oor pec^e ia detpair ; fair toidiers bamta^ 

Wilo daily toil and constaoi nifi^btly walcb; 

Qur hop^ td" taccoiir from Ibe emperor 
Uncertain ; Butjrcbes not jet relarti'd. 

That went to asik tliem ; one brare arm? beaten ; 

Th’ Arabians num’tnaa, cruel, fliiah'd with ooitqueal. 

her. Besides, jog know what frensj Area their jmBCb« 
Of their new faith, and drives them on to danj|er. 

Bum. True i^j pn-tend the ftataa of Pwradite 
Stand ever open to receive tim itouts 
Of aH that die in lifting for their cause. 

Pho. Then would I tend their souls to Paradise, 

And pve their bcidms to our Syrian eaglet. 

Our ebb of fortune is not vet t^ low, , 

I’o leave us desperate. Aids may toon arrive; 

Mean lime, in spile of tlieir late bold attack, 

’i1ie city still is ours; lbeir*foroe repell’d, 

And therefore weaker: prond of this tucoest, 

Our soldiers too have gain’d redoublerl courage. 

And long to m^t Uiem on the open plain. 

What hinders then but we refuiy this outrage. 

And tally on their camp P 
Bum. No — let us first 
Believe Ih’ occasion fair, by this advantage, 

To purchase their retreat on easy terms : 

That failing, we the better stand acquitted 
To oor own citizens. However, brave Phooyas, 
Cherish this ardour in the soldiery. 

And in our absence form what force thou canst ; 

Then if these hungry bloodhounds of the war 
SSotiltl still be deaf to peace, at our return 
Our widen'd gales shall pour a sodden flood 
JOf vengeance on Uimn, and chastise their scorn. 

[JSreunf. 
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SCENE II. A Plain h^are the Citif. A Prospect of 
Tents at a diUemce. 

Enter Caled, Abudah, and Dabak. 

Doran. To Irent, my chiefil—WIml! trc we mer- 
chifitJi then, 

That onlj coroe lo traffic with those S?rians, 

And poorly cheapen conquest on conditions? 

No : we were sent to fight the caliph’s battles, 

Till every iron nedc bend to obedicnfce. 

Another atonn makes this proud city ours; 

What need we treat? -I -am for war and plunder. 

CaUd. Why, so am I ; and but to save the lives 
Of mnssulmen, not Christians, 1 would treat. 

1 bate Uiese Christian dogs; and ’tis our task. 

As lliou observ'st, lo fight; oiir law enjoins it : 

Heaven, too, is promU’d only to the valiant 
Oft has our prophet 8aic|. the happy plains 
Above lie stretch’d Iteneath the maze of sword.s. 

Ahu. Yet Daran’s loath lo trust that heaven for pay; 
This earth, it seems, has gift's that please him more. 
Caled. Check not his zeal, Abudah. 

Abu. No; 1 praise it. 

Yet I could wish that zeal had better motives. 

Has victory no fruits but blood and plunder ? 

That we were sent to fight, ’tis true; but wherefore? 
For conquest, not destruction. That obtain’d, 

The more we spare, Uie caliph lias more subjects. 

And heaven is Better serv’d. — But see, they come ! 

[ Trumpets . 

Enter Eumenes, Herbis, and Artamo.v. 
Caled. Well, Christians, we are met— -aad war awhile, 
At your request, has still’d his angry voice. 

To hear what you will purpose. 

Eum. W'e come to know. 

After so many troo|M you’ve lost in vain, 

If vou’ll draw off in peace, and save the rest? 
t Her. Or rather to know first — for yet we know not — 
Why on your heads you call onr pointed arrows, 
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In OUT own just defence? What means lliit visit f 
And wb; see we so many thonsand tents 
Rise in the lur, and whiten all our fields ’ 

Caled. Is that a question now P you had our summons. 
When first we mail'd aipiinst you, to surrmider. 

Two m(K)n8 have wasted since, and now the thini 
Is in its wane. ’Tis true, drawn ofl* awhile, 

At Aisnadin we met and fonght tlie powers 
Sent by your emperor to raise our siegfe. 

Vainly you thought us ^otie ; we gaiu’d a conquest. 

You see we are return’d ; our liearts, our cause. 

Our swords the safte. 

Her. But why those swords were drawn. 

And what’s the cause, inform usP 
Eum, Speak your wrongs, 

If wrongs you have receiv’d, and by what means 
They may be now repair’d. 

Abu. Then, Christians, hear, 

And heaven inspire you to emBrace iU*trath! 

Not wrongs t' avenge, but to establish right. 

Our swords were drawn : (br such is heaven’s command 
Immutable. By us great Mahomet, 

And his successoy, holy Abubeker, 

Invite you to the faith. 

Eum, Now, in the name of heaven, what faith is this, 
That stalks gigantic forth thus arm’d with terrors. 

As if it meant to ruin, not to save ; 

That leads embattled legiuus to the field, 

And marks its progress out with blood and slaugbler? 

Her. Bold, frontiess men ! that impudently dare 
To blend religion with the worst <if crimes ! 

And sacrilegiously usurp lliat name. 

To covmr fraud, and justify oppression ! 

£um. Where are your priests? What doctors of your 
law. 

Have you e’er sent I’ instruct os in its precepts. 

To solve our doubts, and satisfy our reason. 

And kindly lead us throngh tbe wilds of error. 

To these new tracts of truth P — This would be frieoddiip. 
And well might claiin our tluuiks. 
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CaUd. Fnendtlup like tbie 
With Kcorn had been reoei?’d : joor nameroas vices, 
Your claftbiug lecU, yovr notoal rage and strife, 

Have driven reliptm, and ber angel guards, 

Like ootoasU from among 70a. In stead, 
Usurping superstition bevs the swaj, 

And reigns in mimic state, midst idol shows, 

And pageantry of power. Wlm dues not mark 
Your lives, rebellious to your own great prophet. 

Who mildly taught you ^—Therefore Mahomet 
Has brought the sword, to govern ypu by for(». 

Eum. O, solemn truths! though from an impious 
Uitigue ! [Aside. 

That we’re unworthy of our holy faith, 

To heaven, with grief and conscious shame, we own. 
But what are you that thus arraign our vioes, 

And consecrate your own? 

Are you not sons of rapine, foes to peace, 

Base robbers, murderers'? 

Caled. Christiaos, no. 

Eum. Ttien say, 

Why have you ravag'd alt our peaceful borders? 
Plunder'd our towns ? and by what claim, e’en now. 
You tread thu ground? 

Her. What claim, but that of hunger? 

Itie claim of ravenous wolves, that leave their dens 
To prowl at midnight round some sleeping village. 

Or watch the shepherd’s folded flock for prey ? 

Ctded. Blaspberoer, know, your fields and towus are 
ours ; 

Our prophet has bestow’d them on the failtifuJ, 

And Wven itself lias ratified the grant. 

Eum. Oh! now indeed you boast a noble title! 
What could your prophet grant? a hireling slave ! 

Not e’en llie mules and camels which he di^ve, 

Were his to give; and yet the bold impostor 
Has canton’d out the kingdoms of the earth, 

In frantic fits of visionary power, 

To sooth his pride, and bribe his fellow madmen ! 
Cided. Was it for this you sent to ask a perley, 
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V ftffroQt oar faitb, and to tradoon oor propliei 
Well might we aniwer voa with quick revenfe 
For soch indignities — Yet bear, once more, 

Hear this, our last demand ; and, this MKtepted, 

We jet withdraw our war. Be Christians still ; 

But swear to lire with us in firm alliance, 

To yield us aid, and paj us annual tribute. 

hum. No : should wegrant vou aid, we must be rebels; 
And tribute is the slavish badge of conquest. 

Yet since, on just and honourable terms, 

W'e ask but for oor own — ^Teti silken vests. 

Weighty with pearls and gems, we’ll send jour oilipb ; 
Two, Caled, sl»tl be thine; two thine, Abudah. 

To each inferior captain we decree 
A turban spun from oor Damascus Bax, 

W’hile as ifie snows of heaven ; to everj soldier 

A scjmitar. This, and of solid gold 

Ten ingots, be the price to bi)^ jour al^nce. 

Ca/cd. This, and much more, even all jour shining 
wealth, , 

Will soon be ours. Behold oor march 

O’er half jonr land, like flame through fields of harvest; 

And, last, view Aiznadin, that vale of blood ! 

There seek the souls of fortj thousand Greeks, 

That, fresh from life, jet hover o’er their bodms. 

Then think, and llien resolve. 

Her. Presumptuons men! 

What though you jel can boast sucfxssful guilt. 

Is conquest only jours.^ Or dare yon hope 
That you shall still pour on the swdlifig tide. 

Like some prond river that has left ila baak% 

Nor e%er know repulse ? 

Eum. Have you foig’ot! 

Not twice seven years arc past, since e’en your propfml^ 
Bold as be was, and boasting aid divine, 

Was by the tribe of Corish forc’d to fly. 

Poorly to fly, to save bis wretched life. 

From Mecca to Medina f 
Abu. No — forgot! 

We well rememter how Medina screen’d 
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That holy haul, preterr’d for better dayis, 

Ajid ripeaiitf years of ^iory. 

Darmu Why, my chiefs, 

Will you waste time, in offering terms despis’d, 

To th^ idolaters’ — Words are but air, 

Blows would plead better. 

Caitd. Daran, thou say’st true. 

Christians, here end our truce. Behold, once more 
Hie sword of heaven i.s drawn ! nor shall be sheath 'd^ 
But in the imwels of Damascus. 

F.um. TTiat, 

Or speedy vengeance and destruction, due 

To toe proud uienacers, as heaven sees fit! [Eieunt. 

SCENE III. A Gctrdtn, 

Enter Eudoc ia. 

Etui. All’s hush'd aroondl— No more the shoot of 
soldiers, 

And clash of arms, tumultncMis, fill the air. 

Melhiiiks this interval of terror seems 
like that, when the loud tbonder just has roll’d 
O’er our affrighted heads, and, in the heavens, 

A momentary silence but prepares 
A second and a louder clap to follow. 

Enter Phocyas. 

0 no — my hero oomoi with better omens, 

And everv gloomy thought is now no more. 

Pko. Where is the treasure of my soul ? — EUidocia, 
Behold me here impatient, like the miser, 

That often steals in secret to his gold. 

And counts, with treraUing joy and j^ons transport. 
Hie shining heaps which he still fairs to icMe. 

£ud. Welooom, thou brave, thou best desorring lover ! 
How ^ 1 d(Nibly share the common safety, 

Suioe ’tis a debt to thee! — But tell me, Phoeyas, 

DcMt thou bring peace? — ^Tbou dost, and 1 am ^ppy! 
Pho. Not yet, Eudocia ; *tis dem’W by heaven, 

1 must do more to mait thy est^m. 
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PeaiCK, like a frigiiled dove, Kan winged W iligkl 
To distant bills, bejood tb^ hostile tents ; 

And tfaronrli th<nu we must thither force our way. 

If we would call the lovely wanderer back 
%i> her forsaken home. 

Eud. False, flattering^ hope ! 

Vanish'd so soon!— alas, my faithful fmtra 
Return and tell me we must still be wretched ! 

Pho. Not so, my fair; if thou but (gently smile. 
Inspiring^ valour, and presaging conquest, 

Tliese barbarous fnes to peace and love shall soon 
Be chas’d, like fiends, before the morning light. 

And all be calm again. 

Eud, Is the truce ended ? 

Must war, alas! reimw its bloody rage, 

And Pliocyas ever be expos’d to danger? 

Pho. Think for whose sake danger itself has charms. 
IHsmiss thy fears : the lucky iaour comes on, 

Full fraught with joys, when my big soul no more 
Shall labour with this secret of my passion, 

To hide it from thy j^lons father’s eves. 

Just now, by signals from the plain, I’ve Imtrn’d 
That the proud fee refuse us terms of honour ; 

A sally is resolv’d ; tlie oiUzens 
And soldiers, kindled into sudden fury. 

Press all in crowds, and beg I’ll lead them on. 

O, my Eudocia! if I now succeed 

Did 1 say, if 1 must, I will; the c^ose 

Is love, *tis liberty, it is Eudocia! 

What then shall hinder, 

But 1 may boldly ask thee of Eumenes, 

Nor fear a rival's more prevailing claim ? 

Eud. May blessings still atteuctthy arms! — MeUMoks 
i^ve caught the flame of thy heroic ardonr ; 

And now 1 see tb^e crown’d with palm and olive ; 
like soldiers bring tbee back, with songs of triumpli. 
And loud applauding shouts; thy rescu’d c^ntry 
Resounds thy praise ; our emperor, Heraclios, 

Decrees thee honoors for a city sav’d ; 


t6 SIEGE OF DAMASCUS. ACT 1. 

And ptiitn rise of moBiuncoUi bnutt. 

Inscrib’d — ** To Pbocjis, the delircrer.” 

Pho. Tbe hoRoitrs nod rewards, wluch Uioo bast 
naoi’d. 

Are bribes too Utile for my vast ambiUon. 

Mj sool is bill of tlwe!— Tboo art m3 all. 

Of fame, of trinn^, and of fulore fortone. 

Twas love of time first sent me forth in aras ; 

Mj service is all Uiine, to thee devoted ; 

And thou alone eaost make e’en conquest pleasin|^. 

Eud. O, do not wrong ihj merit, nor restrain it 
To narrow boonds ; but know, I best am pleas’d 
To share thee with th) countr3. Oh, roj Phocjas ! 
With oonsciotis bindlies oft I’ve Imard tb3 vows, 

And strove to bide, jet more reveal’d mj heart; 

Bat ’tis tiij virtue justifies inj choice, 

And w^l at first was weakness, now is glorj. 

Pho. Forgivq me, thqu tfur pattern of all goodness. 
If, in tbe transport ^ oobounoed passion, 

1 sUII am lost to everj thought but thee. 

Vet sure to love thee thus is everj virtue ; 

Nor need 1 more perfection. — Hark ! I'm call’d. 

[Trumpet soundt, 
jEauI. Then go — and heaven with all its angels guard 
thee. 

Pho. Farewell ! — for thee once mf>re 1 draw tlie sword. 
Now to tlie field, to gain the glorious prize; 

Tis victorj— the wwd^Eudocia’s ej^! [£aet«rt. 
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SCENE I. Tke Irovemor's Palace. 

Enter EvMt.'Shs and Her bis . 

Her. Still 1 must aay ’Iwaa wrong, ’tWRs wrong, 
Eainenes ; 

And mark th’ event ! 

Earn. What could I You saw 
’Twas vain I’ oppose it, wUilst bin oager taloor, 

iiupatieat of restraint 

tier. His ea^er valour! 

His rashness, bis hot youth, bis valour’s Abrer! 

Must we, whose business ’tis to keep our walls. 

And manage warily our little strength ; 

Most we at onoe lavish away our blood, 

Bdbause bis pulse beats bigb, and his mad coo^^g;e 
Wants to be breath’d in some new oulerprize? — 
y ou should not have consented. 

Eum. You forpet. 

’Twas not my voice alone vou saw the people 
(And sore such sudden instmcts are from heaven!) 
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Rote tli At once to follow bin« aa if 
Oae mqI iosmr’d tltem, and timt soul was Phocjas’. 

Her. I had inde^ forgot, and ask \our {Mtrduu. 

1 took you for Rumenefi. and I thought 
That, in Pamaiicast you had chief command. 

£uir. What dost tlioo mean r 
Her. Nay, who’s forge! fol now ? 

You fay, ilie |mople— Ycf, that very people, 

Tlial coward tribe that press’d yoo to surrender ! 

Well mav they spurn at lost authority ; 

Whom they like better, better they 1 1 obey. 

Kum. Q 1 could curse the giddy changeful idavcs, 
But that the tbongbl of this hour’s great event 

Possesses all my soul. If we are beaten ! 

f^cr^The poison works : *lis well — I'll give him more. 

[Aside. 

Troe, if were beaten, who shall answer that? 

Shall you, or !<? Arfi ypu the governor? 

Or say we conquer, whose is then the praise ? 

Bum. I know thy frieudly fears ; that thou and 1 
Must sloop beneath a bearrliess, rising hero! 

And indJeraoiius’ court it shall be said, 

Damascus, nay, perhaps the empire too, 

Ow’d its deliverance to a boy. Why be it, 

So that be now return with victory ; 

’Tts honour grealiv won, and let him wear it. 

Yet 1 could wish f need^ less his service. 

Were Eutycbes relorned 

Her, That, that’s my torture. [ Jiide. 

I sent m^ son to the emperor’s court, in hopes 
His merit aHhis time might raise his fortunes; 

But Phocyas — curse upon his froward virtues!—— 
is reaping alt this field of fame alone, 

Or leaves him scarce the gleaiiiugs of a harvest. 

£um. See Artatnon, with hasty strides returning. 

He ooraes alone ! Oh ! friend, lliy fears were just. 
What are we now, and wliat is lost Damascus? 

Enter Abtamon. 

An, Joy to Eumenes ! 
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Eum. Joy! is't (posidble? 

DoAt ihou bring new« of riclory? 

Art. The son 

Is set in blood, and from the weste^ skies 
Has seen three thousand slaughter’d Arabs (all. 

Her. Is Phony as safe? 

Art. He is, and crown’d with Iriumpii. 

Her. My fears indeed were just. 

[Aside, l^outf Flourish, 

Fum. What noise is that ? 

Her. The people^orshipping their new divinity ; 
Shortly they’ll build him temples. 

Fum. Tell us, soldier. 

Since tlictu hast shar’d the glory of this action, 

Tell os how it began. 

Art. At firsrthe foe 

Seem'd much surpris’d ; bnt taking soon the alarm, 
Gather'd some hasty tro<ms,%nfl march’d to meet ns. 
The captain of these bauds look’d wild and fierce, 

His head unarm’d, as if in acorn of danger, 

And naked to tlie waist ; as he drew near, 

He rais'd his arm, and shook a pond'rous lance : 

When ail at once, "as at a signal given, 

We heard the teebir, so these Arabs call 
Their shouts of unset, when with loud appeal 
They chaiieiige heaven, as if demanding conquest. 
The battle join’d, and through the barbarous host 
“ Fight, tight, and paradise,” was all the cry. 

At last our leaders met ; and gallant Phocyas 

But what are words, to tell mighty wonders 
W^e saw him then perform P — Their chief oiihors’d. 
The Saracens soon broke their ranks, and fled ; 

And had not a thick evening fog arose, 

Tiif slaughter had been double. But, behold. 

The hero comes I 

Enter Phocyas, Eumen£8 meeting him. 

Eum. Joy to brave Phocyas ? 

^omenmk gives him back tte joy he sent. 
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The welcome new* bi* rmch'd Ihi* pUce liefore ibee. 
How *bA}l thy coaniry pay the debt she owe* thee? 

Phfl. By taking Ihi* as earnest of a debt 
Which J owe her, and fain would l)cllcr |>ay. 

Her. In spile of en^y I must praise him loo. 
Pbocyas, thou ha*l done hrarely, and ’tis fit 
Successful virtue lake a time to rest 
Fortune is fickle, and may chao^ : betides, 

Wbal shall we gain, if from a ini^^hly ocean 
By sluices we draw off some little streams ? 

If thousands fait, ten thousands m<'>Ve remain. 

Nor ought we hazard worth so great as tiiine, 

Against such odds. Suffice what's done already ; 

And let us now, in hone* of belter days. 

Keep wary watch, ana wait Ih’ exjiect^ succours. 

Pno. What! to be coop’d whole months within 

our walls ? 

To rust at home, and sicken with inaction f 
The courage of our men will droi‘p and die, 

If not kept op by daily exarsise. 

Again the beaten foe may force our gates ; 

And victory, if slighted thus, take wing. 

And Sy where she may find a better Avcicome. 

Eum. Urge him no more:— 
ril think of thy late warning ; 

And thou sball see I’ll yet be governor. [.4sifir to Her. 

Enter a Memnj^er^ with a Lttier, 

Pho. [ Looking oa it] Tis to Eumeues. 

Etm. Ha! from Eulyches. 

HRcods] The emperor, awaken'd with the dtuger 
Thai tbreateni his domiiiiotis, and the loss 
At /Itsnadiw, has drain’d his garrisons 
To raise a second army, Ju a few hours 
H e will begin our march. Sergius brings tkiSy 

And will inform you further. 

Her. Hearen, I ifiank thee! 

Twas even beyond my hopes. [Aside. 

Eum. But where U Serj^us? 
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Mes. Hm! ieiter, fastenm] to an arrow’s bead. 

Was shot into tbe town. 

Enm. I fear be’s taken. 

O Ph<»cja«, Herbis, Artamon? mj friends! 

You al) are sharers in this news ; the storm 
Is blowing o'er that hong like night npon os. 

And threaten'd deadir ruin, Haste, proclaim 

The welcome tidings loud through all the city. 

Let sparkling lights l»e seen from every turret. 

To tell your joy, and spread llieir hlasRe to hearcn. 
Prepare for masts ;sdanger shall wait at distance. 

And fear be now no more. The jolly soldier 
And citizen shall meet o’er their lull bowls. 

Forget their toils, and laugh their cares away. 

And mirth and triumphs close this happy day. 

[Exeunt Herhisand Artamm, 
Pho. And may succeeding days prove yet more happy ! 
Weil dost thou bid the voice Iriuiii^di sound 
Through all our streets ; our city calls thee father : 

And say, Kumenes, dost Ihyn not perceive 
A father’s transport rise within thy breast. 

Whilst in this act thou art llie hand of heaven, 

To deal forth bleesings, and distribute joy ^ 

Eum, The blessings heaven bestows are freely tent. 
And should be freely shar’d. 

Pho. True Generous minds 

Redoubled feel the pleasure they impart. 

For roe, if I’ve deserv’d by arms or counsels, 

^ hazards, gladly sought and greatly prosper'd, 
Whate’er I’ve added to the public stoek. 

With joy J sec it in Kumenes’ hands. 

And wish bat to receive my share from tbee. 

£um. 1 cannot, if I would, withhold thy share. 
W^bat thou bast done is thine, the fame thy own : 

And virtuous actions will reward themselves. 

Pho. Fame — What is that, if courted for herself? 
Less than a vision; a mere sound, an echo, 

Hiat calls, with mimic voice, through woods and laby- 
rinths, 

Her cheated lovers : lost and beard by fits. 
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Bat nefw fix'd: « wealing; nvinpb. yet nothing. 

Virtue indeed ii • sabstAnlitf 

A reel betoty ; yet wiUi weary 

Through rugged wayt, by long, Ub<moas aerrit^, 

When we have trac’d, and woo’d, and won the dame, 

Mav we not then expect the dower »he bringa ? 

turn. Well aak that dowry ; »ay, can Damaacas 

pay it? 

Her richea ahalt be tax'd ; name hot the sura, 

Her oierdianti with some costly geras shall grace 
thee ; 

Nor can Heraclius fail to grant tlice honours. 
Proportion'd to thy birth and thy destert. 

Fho. A^tid can Ennienes think 1 would be brib'd 
By trash, by sordid gold, to venal virtue ? 

What! serve my country for the same mean hire, 

Tiiat can corrupt each villain to betray her? 

Why is she sav'd from {hese Arabian spoilers, 

if to be stripp’d by her own sons? Forgive me 

If the Ihouglil glows on my^clmeks! 1 know 
Twas mention’d but Ui prove how much I scorn it 
Yes. Euraeiiea, 

1 have ambition — yet the vast reward 

That swells my hopes, and equals all my wishes, 

Is in thy gifl alone It is Kudocia. 

£um. Buducia I Pliu<;yas, 1 am yet thy friend, 

And therefore will not hold thee lung in donbt. 

Thou mnst not think of her. 

Pho. Not Ihiiik of her ! 

Impossible.— Slie’s ever present to me! 

My life, my soul ! She animates my being, _ 

And kindles up my thoughts to worthy actions. 

And why, Eumenes, why not think of her? 

Is not my rank 

£um. Forbear What need a herald, 

To tell roe who thou art? — Yet once again 

Since thou wilt force me to a repetition, 

1 aay, thou must not think of her. 

My choice has destin’d her to Eutyches ! 

Pko. And has she then cousent^ U> timt cliotcei 
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Eum. Hu ili« eoBtented ? — WluU it her eomentf 
It she not mine * 

,k Pho. She is — end in thet title, 

lev’ll kinfpi with envy may behold thy wulth. 

And think their kinf^domt poor ! And yet, Eutnenab 

Shall she, by bein^ thine, be barr’d a privilege 
Which ev’ii liio meanest of ber sex may claim f 
Thou will not force her? 

Eum. Who has told thee so? 

I’d force her to be happy. 

Pho. That thou unsl not. 

W’hat happiness subsists in loss of freedom? 

Eum. ’Tis well, young man — W’by liieii 1*11 learn 
from thee 

To be a very tame, obedient father. 

Thou hut already taught inv child her duty. 

I find the source of all her disobedience, 

Her hate of me, her scorn of ^utychei^ 

Wu this the spring of thy romantic bravery, 

Thy boastful merit, thy omcioiis service? 

Pho. It was — with pride* L own it — *twu Eudocia. 

1 liave serv’d thee in serving her; thou know’st it 
Why will thou force me thus to be a braggart, 

And tell thee that which thou shouidst tell thyself? 

It grates my soul — I am not wont to talk thus. 

But 1 recall my words 1 have done nothiug. 

And would disclaim all inerit, bat my love. 

Eum. Oh, no — say on, that ibou hut sav’d Damasmis ; 

Is it not so? Look o’er lier battlements. 

See if the flying foe have left their camp! 

W’hy are our gales yet clos’d, if thou but freed us.^ 

’Tis true tbou’st fought a skirmish What of Uuil? 

Had EttUobes beeo present 

Pho. Eutyches! 

tVhy wilt thou urge my temper with that triflmr? 

Oh, let him come! that in yon spacious plain 
We may together charge the thickut ranks. 

Rush on to battle, wounds, and glorious death,^ 

And prove who ’twu that best deserv'd Eudocia. 

Eum. That will be seen ere loog.—Bat aince I find 
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TImki wonnUy woddat usurp dotsioioa, 

Beiiev’sl thyself Uie ^srdisn genius here. 

And Umt our fortunes bug upon thy sword ; 

Be that first try’d — for know, that from Ibis momeBl, 
Thoa liere bast no commaiid. Farewell !-<~So stay. 

Or hence ud join the foe ; thou hast lliy choice. 

[ Eiit. 

Pho. Spurn’d and degraded! — Proud, ungralciui 
man ! 

Am 1 a bubble then, blown up by thee, 

And toss’d into the air, to make tbe^ sport? 

Hence to the foe! ’'Pis well Eudncia, 

Oh, i will see tliee, thou wrong’d excellence! 

But bow to sneak thy wrongs^ or my dbgraoa— 
impossible! Oh, ratW let me walk, 

Like a dumb ghost^ and burst my heart in silaioe. 

SCENE U. The Garden. 

Enter Eudocia. 

End. Wha must we meet by stealth, like^goiltr 
lovers? 

But ’twill not lon^ be so. What joy ’twill be 
To own my hero in bis ripen’d honourt, 

And bear applauding crowds pronounce me hlets’d ! 
Sure he’ll be bere. See the tair rising moon, 

Ere day’s remaining twilight searoe is spent. 

Hangs up her ready lamp, ud with mild lustre 
Drives back the bov'riog shade! Come, Phocya.H, como ; 
Tliis gentle season is a friend to love ; 

And now methinks 1 coald with etjuai pasMoii, 

Meet thine, and tell thee all my secret soul. 

Enter Phocyas. 

He hears me. (Hi, my Phocyas !— What, not answer ! 
Art thou not he? or art some shadow r — —Speak. 

Pho. i am indeed a shadow — 1 am nothing. 

Eud. What dost thou meu? For now 1 know lltee, 
Phocyas. 

Pho. And never can be tbkf I 
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It will have Tent — Oli, b»rb*roas, c«rs^d — bal Inlil-^ 

i had forgot It was Ikkliioia’s fiathcn*! 

conld I too foraret how he has os'd me ! 

Ewi, I fear io ask tliee. 

Pfui. Dost thou fear? — Alas, 

Tlien ihou wilt pilj me. Oli, gen’roas maid! 

Thoo bast charm'd down the rage that swell’d mj Itearl, 
And chok'd my voice ; now i can speak to thee. 

And yet ’tis worse than death what 1 have siifier'd; 

It is the death of honour! — Y'et that’s little; 
ni’is more, Eiidocisiy'tis the loss of thee! 

Eud. Hast thou not conquer’d ? What are all ihesa 
shouts, 

This voice of gen’ral joy, heard far around P 
What are these fires, that oast their gliiiimVing light 
Against the skyr Arc not all these thy triuinplisf 

Fho. O name nut triumph! Talk no mure of con- 
quest ! ^ 

It is indt^c^ a night of gen’ral joy ; 

But not to me ! Eiidimia, I am come 
To take a last farewell of l^ee for ever. 

Eud. A last farewell ! 

Pho. Yes. — Host wilt thou hereafter 
Lxmk on a wretch despis’d, revil’d, cashed, 

Stripp’d of command, like a base, beaten (mwardP 

Thy cruel father i liave told too much ; 

1 should not but for this have felt the wounds 
I got in fight for hisn — now, now they bleed ! 

But 1 have done — and now thou hast my story, 

Js timre a creature so accurs’d as Ftiocyas.'* 

Eu4. And can it be? Is this then tliy reward ? 

O Phocyas ! never wouldst thou tell me yet 
That thou hadst wounds ; now I must feel them too. 
For is it not fur me thou hast borne IbisP 
VV*bat else could he thy crime P Wert thou a traitor, 
Hadst thou betray’d us, sold ns to the foe— — » 

Pho. W^uuld 1 bo yet a traitor, I have leave ; 

Nay, 1 am dar’d to it, with mucking scorn. 

My crime indeed was asking thee ; that only 
Has omceird all, if I had any merit! 
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Tfcw city now it lo? serviix sliflited, 

And I discarded like an tixele«t tbin|r; 

Nay, bid be jfone — and if 1 like that belter, 

Seek oot new frieodH. and joiii von barb'rous host ! 

Eud. Hnld—lel me ihiok awiiite. [Waih aside. 
Thoujl^h ray heart bleed, 

1 woaid not have him see these dropping; tears. 

And wilt ihoo go then, Phocyas? 

Pho. To «y grave. 

Where can 1 bury else this foul disgrace ? 

Eud. Art ihoa sure r 

Tbuu hast been us'd thus? art thon quite undone? 

Pho Yes, very sure. What dost thon me»n? 

Eud. TluU then it is a time for roe — 0, heav’n ! tliat I 
Alone aro grateful to this wondrous man ! 

To own thee, Phocyas, thus — [Gives her Hand] nay, 
glory in ihw, 

And show, withont a bb>sh, bow much i love. 

We must not pari ! 

Pho. Then 1 am rich aga.in! [Embraces her. 

0 no, we will not part! Conhrra it, heav’n! 

Now thou Hhalt see how I will bend my spirit, 

With what soft patience I will bear my wrongs, 

Till I have weary ’d out thy father’s scorn ; 

Yet I have worse to tell tnee — Butyubes^^ 

Eud. Why will thou name him.’ 

Pho. Now, ev’n now he’s coming! 

Just hov’ring o’er thee, like a bird of prey ; 

Thy father vows — for 1 must tell thee all 

Twas this that wrung ray heart, and rack’d iny braJOf 
Ev’n to distraction ! — vows thee to his bed ; 

Nay, threaten’d force, if thou refuse obedience. 

Eud. Fwcel threaten’d force! — ray father— —where 
is nature? 

is that too banish’d from b» heart? — 0 then 

1 have no father— How have I deserv’d this ? [Weeps, 
No home, but am henceforth an outcast orphan 

For I will wander to earth’s utmost bounds. 

Ere give my band to that detested contract 
0 save me, Phocyas! Utoa hast sav'd ray father. 
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Must I jet call kiiii wo, this oniel fiitber. 

How wilt thou now deltrer poor Endocia? 

Piu See how we’re join’d in eaile ! How oar fate 
Conspires to warn os both to leare this city ! 

Thoo know’st the emperor is now at Anlic^ ; 

I hare an uncle there, who when the Persian, 

As now the Saracen, had nigh o’errun 
Tile ravag’d empire, did him signal serriee. 

And nobly was rewarded. There, Hndocia, 

Thou might’st be safie, and I may meet with justice. 

End. There — anywhere, so we raav fly this place. 
See, Piiocjant, what thy wrongs and mine have wrought 
In a weak woman’s frame! for 1 have oooragc 
To share thy exile now through er’ry danger. 

Danger is only Insre, and dwells with guilt. 

With base ingratitnde, ami bard oppression. 

Pho. Then let os l<Me no time, Irai hence this night. 
The gates I can command, and^will proiride 
The means of our escape. Some five hours hence. 
Twill then be turn’d of midnight, we may meet 
In the piaaosa of Hunoria’s convent. 

Eud. 1 know it well ; the place is roost secure, 

And near adjoining to this garden wall. 

Hiere thou shall find me. — Ob, protect us, heav’n! 

Pho. Pear not; thy inno(»n(M9 will be our guard ; 
Some pitying angel will attend thy steps, 

Guide IhM unseen, and cimrm the sleeping foe, 
nil thou art safe! Oh, 1 have snfier’d nothing, 

Tbm ^oing thee, and this great gen’roos proof. 

How bl^’d i am in my Budocta’s love ! 

My only joy, farewell ! 

Eud. Pareweli, my Pbocyas! 

1 have no friend but thee— yet thee Til call 
Friend, father, lover, goardiaa ! — Thou art all ! 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. Caled’s Tent, 

Enter Caled and Attendants. Sergius held by Twi 
GuardSf bound with CqtcU. 

Ser. Oh, mercy, mercy ! 

CaUd. Mercy f whtl’i U»t.^ — Look yonder on Uie 
field 

Of our l«le fi)^:ht ! Go, talk d" mercy there. 

Will the dead hear thy roioe.^ 

Ser. Oh, spare me yeU 

Caled. Thou wretch! — SfNire thee? to what? To lire 
in torture? 

Are not thy limbs all brais’d, tliy bones disjointed. 

To force thee to confess P And wouldst thou drag. 

Like a crush’d serpent, a vile, mangled being? 

My eyes abhor a cowaM — Hence, and die ! 

Ser. Oh! I hare told thee all— When first pursu’d, 

I fix’d my letters on an arrow’s point, 

AimI shot them o’er the walls. 

Caled. Hast thou told all ? 

Well, then thou shall bare mercy lo requite thee : 
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Behold ril send ibee forward on thr errend. 

Strike off his liead ; then onst it o’er the j^mles! 

There let thr ton^e tell o’er iU Ule again! 

Ser. Oh, blood T Saracenii! 

[Exit Serous, dragged mcay by the Guards. 

Enter Abcdah. 

Caled. Abndah, wel(x>tne! 

Abu. Oiif Caled, what an evening was the last ! 
Caled. Name it no more ; remetobraiioe sickens with 
it, 

And therefore sleep is banish’d from this night; 

Nor shall to-morrow’s tan open his eye 
Cpon our shame, ere doiiblj we’ve rMeen'd it. 

Have all the captains notice? 

Abu. 1 have walk’d 

The rounds to*ntgfat, ere the last hoar of pray’r. 

From tent to tent, and warn’d (hem to rmidy. 

W hat must be done? 

Caled. Thou know’st th’ important news 
Which we have intercepted by this slave, 

Of a new army’s march. The time now calls, 

While these soft Syrians are diiwolv’d in riot, 

Fool’d with success, and nut suspecting danger, 

To form a new attack ere break of day j 
So, like the wounded leo|>ard, shall we rush 
From out our covers on tiiese drowsy hanUMrt, 

And seize them, unprepar’d to ’scape our vengeance. 

Abu. Great captain tif the armitnk of the faithful! 

] know thy mighty and unconquer’d spirit; 

Yet hear me, Cat^, hear and weigh my doubts, 

Our angry prophet frowns upon our vices. 

And visits us in blood. Why else did terror. 
Unknown before, seise all oor stoutest bauds? 

angel of destruction was abroad ; 

The arcbers of the tribe of 'Hioal Bed, 

ISo long renown’d, or spent their sliafts in vain ; 

The feather’d Bights err’d through the boundleM air. 
Or the death turn’d on him that drew the bow ! 

W hat cat! this bode .^ — iM me speak plaioer yet ; 
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Is it to promote th* Qin^tted law 
We fis^tit? nis well ; it is « noble caoae. 

But Dtoch 1 fear infection is araont; us ; 

A boundless lost of rapine {^ides otir troops. 

We learn the Christian vices we chastise, 

And, tempted with the pleasures of the soil, 

More than with distant hopes of paradise, 

1 fear may soon — but oh, avert it, beav’n! 

Fall ev’n a prey to oor own spoils and conquests. 
Caled, No— thou mislak’st; thy pious xcal deceives 
thee. 

Our prophet only chides oar shi;;}!pard valour. 

Tiiou saw'st how in the vale of Honan once 
The troops, as now defeated, fled confus'd 
Kv'ii to the gates of Mecca’s holy city P 
Till Mahomet himself there stopp’d their enlraiicc. 

A jav’liii ill his hand, and turn'd them back 
Upon the foe; yiey fought again and conqner’d. 

Behold how we may best appease his wrath! 

His own example points ns out the way. 

Jbu. Well be it then resolv’d. ITi’ indulgent 

hour 

Of better fortune is, I hope, at hand.' 

And yet, since Phocyas has apfiear'd its clianipion. 
How has this city rais’d its drooping head ! 

As if some ctiarm prevail’d wliere'er he fought ; 

Our strength seems wither’d, and our feeble weapons 

Forget their wonted triumpli — were be absent 

Caled. 1 would have sought him out in the last action. 
To single fight, and put that charm to proof. 

Had nut a foul and sudden mist arose 
Kre I arriv’d, to have restor’d the combat. 

But let it be— 'lis past. We yet may meet, 

Aud ’twill be known whose arm is then the stronger. 

Enter Da ran. 

Dorm, Health to the race of Ismael ! and days 
More prosperous than the last — a Christian captive 
Is fall’n within my watch, and waits his doom, [death! 
Caled, Bring forth the slave.— O Iboa keen vulture, 
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Do we tlion fe«d titee on! jr tlint by monels ! 

Whole armies never can soffioe Uij anger. 

[Exit Dartm. 

Ee-enier Da ran, with Phocvas. 

Whence, and what art thou? — Of Damascus’ — Diian, 
VVhere di<lst thou find this dumb and sullen thing, 

That seems to lower defiance on our anger’ 

Varan. Marching in circuit, with the liorae thou 
gav'st me, 

T* observe the city^ates, I saw from far 
Two persons issue lorth; the one advanc’d. 

And ere he could retreat, my horsemen seiz’d him ; 

The other was a woniau, and bad Aed, 

D{M)n a signal giv’n at our approach, 

And got within the gates. Wouldst thou know more, 
HitiiM’ir, if he will speak, can best inform thee. 

Caled. Have 1 not s€N»n thy face? 

Abu. He hears thee not; 

His eyes are fix’d on earth ; some deep distress 
Is at his heart. This is no 'common captive. 

[.-Iport to Caled. 

Caled. A lion the toils! We soon shall tame him. 

Still art thou dumb? Nay, 'tis in vain to cast 

Thy gi(H>u)y looks so oft around this place, 

Or frown upon thy bonds — thou canst not ’scape. 

P/u). Then be it su — the worst is past already, 

And life is now not worth a moment’s pause. 

Do you nut know roe yet? Think of the man 
You have most cause lo curse, and 1 am be. 

Caled. Ha! Phocyas.’ 

Abu. Phocyas! — Mahoniel, we thank thee! 

Now dost thou smile again. 

Caled. This is indeed a prize! [Aside. 

Is*il because thou know’sl wbat slaughter’d heaps 
I'here yet tin bury ’d lie without the camp, 

Whose ghosts Itave all this night, passing tlie Zorat, 
Call’d from the bridge of death lo thee to follow, 

That now thou’rt here to auswer lo their cry ? 

Howe’er it be, thon know’st Uij welcome. 
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Pho. Yes 

Hiou prood, blood-thirstjr Artbl — I know 
Wbat to expect from tbee: I know ye nil. 

How ghould the author of diitreas and ruin 
Be mov’d to pit^r P That'i a human passion. 

No — in your hungry eyes reveof(e, 

1 read my diwm. Where are your racks, your tortures P 

I’m ready lead me to Uietn ; 1 can bear 

The wont of ills from you. You’re not my friends 
My countrymen. — Yet were you men, 1 could 
Unfold a story — But no roore^ — Eupieues, 

Thou hast thy wish, and 1 am now— a worm ! 

Aba. Leader of armitss, hear him! for my mind 
Presages ^ood accruing to our oittse 
By this event. [Apart to Cuied. 

Caicd. 1 tell thee then Ikon wrong’st at, 

To think our hearts thus steel'd, or our ears deaf 
To all that tliou may at utter. Speak, disclose 
llie secret wotw that throb within thy breast 
Now, by the silent hours of night, we’ll hear thee, 

And mute allenliun shall await thy words. 

Pho. This is not then the palace in fbunascos! 

If you will hear, then 1 indeed bave^wrong’d you. 
How can this be? — When he, fur whom I’ve fought. 
Fought against you, has yet refus’d to liear me ! 

You seem surpris'd. — It was iogralilude 
That drove me out, an exile, uot a foe. 

Abu. is it possible? 

Are these thy Ghrisltaa friends? 

Coted. T'ls well — we thank them ; 

They help us to subdue Ihemseives — But who 
Was the companion of thy ftiglil? — A woman, 

So Daran said 

Pho. Tis there 1 am most wretched 

Oh, J am tom from ail uiy soul held dear, 

And my life’s blood flows out upon the wound! 
llial woman ~’twas for her — How .shall I i^ieak it? 
Eudocia, oh, farewell! — I’ll tell you then. 

As fast as Ib^ beart-rendiug sighs wilt let urn : 

1 lov’d the daughter of the prowl Eumcnes, 
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And long in secret woo'd her; not unweieofoe 
To her my visits ; hut 1 fear’d her father; 

Who oft had press'd her to detesle<i nuptiaU, 

And therefore durst not, till this night of joy, 

Avow to him my courtship. Now 1 thought her 
Mine, by a double claim, of mutual vows, 

And service yielded at his grvailest need ; 

When, as 1 mov’d my suit, with sour disdain, 

He mock'd my service and forbade my love, 

Degraded me from the coiiiinand 1 bore. 

And with defiance b|de me seek the foe. 

How has his curse prevail’d ! — 'I'he gen’rous maid 
Was won by my distress to leave the city ; 

And cruel foi tune made me thus your prey. 

Abu, Mv soul is mov’d — Thou wert a man. Oh, pro- 
phell 

Forgive, if 'lis a crime, a human sorrow 

For injur’d worth, though in ait«eiieiiiy !• [Aside. 

Phfl. Now — since you’vo heard my story, set me free, 
I'liat 1 may save her yet, dei^r than life, 

From a tyrannic father’s Uireaten'd force; 
ttuid, gems, and purple vests, shall pay my ransuin ; 
Nor shall my peaceful sword heiiceforUt be drawn 
In fight, nor break iU truce with youjor ever, 

Caled. No — there’s one way, a belter, and but one, 
B'o sav e thyself, and make some reruiration 
-Air ail the mimbers thy bold hand iias slain. 

Pho. O, name it quickly, and my soul will bless ibee! 
Caled. Embrace our faith, and share with us our fur- 
tunes. 

Pho. Then 1 ara lost again! 

Caled. What! when we offer, 

Not freedom only, but to raise thee high. 

To greatness^ conquest, glory, beav’uly bliss? 

t^o. To sink me down to infamy, perdition, 

H^re and hereafter ! Make my name a curse 
To present times, to ev’ry future age 
A proverb and a scorn! — take back Uiy mercy, 
f lid know 1 now disdain it. 

Caled. As Ihuu wilt. 
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The lime's loo preeioiiK lo be wusled longer 
In words with llioe. Thou know’sl ihy doom— farewell. 

Ahu. Hear me, Caled : j^rant him some short space ; 
Perhaps he will at leii^h atrcepl thj bounty. 

Try him, at least. [>4part to Caltd. 

Ca/cd. Well — be it so then. Damn, 

Guard well thy charge — Thou hast an hour to live: 

If thou art wise, thou may 'si prolong that term ; 

If not — why — Pare thee well, and lliink of death. 

[flieuMf Caled and Ahudah. Daran uaits at a 
difitanrec 

Phn. ‘‘Farewell, and Uiink of death !” W’as it not so? 

Do murderers then preach morality? 

But how to think of wital the living know not, 

And the dead cannot, or else may not tell !— 

What art tliou, oh, thou great inyslerions terror! 

The way to thee we know ! disease, famine, 
iSword, fire, and all thy “ver open gates, 

That day and night stand ready to receive ns. 

But whut’s l>eyond them?— Who will dmw that veil.^ 
Vet death’s not there — No, ’tis a point of time, 

The verge Hwixt mortal and immortal beings. 

It mocks onr thoughts! On this side ali is life ; 

And when we have reach’d it, in that very instant, 

’Tis past the thinking of! Oh! if it be 
The pangs, the throes, tlie agonizing struggles 
When soul and body part, sure i Imve felt it, 

And there’s no more to fear. 

Daran. Suppose I now 

Dispatch him? — Right— What need to slay for orders? 
1 wish I durst! — Yet what 1 dare, I’ll do. [.dsirfe. 
Your jewels, Christian — Yoo’ll not need these trifles. 

[Searches him. 

Pho. 1 pray thee, slave, stand ofl'— My soul’s loo b^sy 
To lose a lliought on thee. 

Re-enter Abudah. 

Abu. What’s this?— Forbear! 

Who gave thee leave to use this violence? 

[Takes the Jewels from Darmi, atid iayt them mi 
a Tabk. 
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Damn. I3env’cl mj booty ! curses on iiM beiul ’ 

Was nut the founder of our law a robber 
VV liy, ’I was for that 1 left niy country’s gods, 

Menapii uiid I'xza. Better still be Fagan, 

Than starve with a new faith. [Atide. 

Abu. \\ hat dust thou mutter.^ 

Daran, withdraw, and belter learn thy duly. 

Daran. 

Ph(>cyas, iierbaps thou know’sl me not?* 

I* ho. I know 

Thy name, Al»udah.^nd thy office here. 

The s»*cotid in cumiiiand. Wliat more thou art, 

Indeed I cannot tell. 

Abu. 'Frue; for thou vet 
Know’st not 1 atn thy frtend. 

Vho. Is’t |><»ssible? 

'FhoO s(>eak’sl me fair. 

Abu. VV’hal dust thou think life? • 

Pho. i think nut of it ; death was in my liiuughU 
(bi hard condition, life wer^ but a load, 

And I will lay it down. 

Abu. Art thou resolv’d? 

Pho. 1 am, unless thou bring’sl roc better terms 
'Fiian those I have rejected. 

Abu. 'Fhink again. 

('aled by me ouce more renews that offer. 

Pho. Thou say’st thou art roy frioUd : why dost thou 
Iry 

To shake I lie settled temper of roy breast? 

My soul has just discharg’d her cumb’n»u8 train 
Of hopes and fears, prepar’d to take her voyage 
Fo Ollier seats, where slie may rest in peace; 

And now thou eali’sl me back, to beat again 
Xhe painful road of life — 'Fempl roe no more 
'i'olie a wretch, for 1 despise the offer. 

^bu. The gen’ral knows thee brave, and ’lis for that 
He seeks alliance with thy noble virtues. 

Pho, He knows roe brave! — Why does he then thus 
treat me? 

No, he believes I am so jHior of soul, 
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Thai, Welv for llie privilege lo live, 

I would be iKiiigbt hts Hlavc. But go, lell biiii 
The little i«|Miee of life, bis scorn beqiiCHlb’d me, 

Was lent in vain, and be may lake the forfeit. 

Abu. Why wilt thou wed llivsclf to misery, 

When our faith courts thee to eternal blessings? 

When truth itself is, like a sera)*h, come 

To loose thy bands? — The liglil divine, whose beams 

pierc’d through the gloom of Hera’s Mered cave. 

And there illumin'd the great Mahomet, 

Arabia's morning star, now shines on thee. 

Arise, salute with joy the guest from heav’ii, 

ImiIIow her steps, and be no more a captive. 

F/io. Bui whither must I follow ? — Answer that. 

Is she a guest from heav’nr What marks divine, 

Wiial signs, what wonders, vouch her boasted miAsiuii ? 

Abu. What wonders?— Turn Ihy eye lo Mecca! mark 
flow far from Caalia first, that hallow’d temple, 

Her glory dawn'd! — then look how swift its course, 

As when the sun-boanis, shouting through a cloud, 
Drive o’er the meadow’s face the flying shades! 

Have not the nations bent b* fore our snurds, 

Like ripen’d corn before the reajver'srsleel ? 

Why is all this? Why does success still wail 
l!pon our laws, if not to show that heav’n 
First sent it foitli, and owns h still by conquest ? 

Pho. Dost thou isk why is this? — Oh, why indred? 
Where is the man can read heav’n’s secret counsels?— 
Why did I conquer in another cause, 

Yet now am here? 

Abu. I'll lell ibec; thy good angel 
Has seiz'd thy hand unseen, aud snatch'd thee otil 
From swift destruction : know, ere day shall daw n, 
Damascus wilt in blood lament its fall ! 

We've beard what army is design’d to march 
Too late to save her. Now, e’en now, our force 
Is just preparing for a fresh assault. 

Now loo thou uiighi'sl revenge Ihy wrongs — so Calcd 
Charg’d me lo say, and more — that he invites thee ; 
'J'bou koow’sl the terms — to share with him the conquest. 
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Pho. Conquest ! Revenue ! — Hotdf lei me think- 
Oil, horror! 

Retenc^e! Oh, what rerenjfe’ Bleed on, mj wounds, 
For thus to be rerenjif’d, were it not worse 
Than ail that I can suffer? — But, Fudocia — 

Where will she then? — Shield her, ye pit^inff pow’rs, 
And let me die in peace! 

A bn. Hear me once more, 
nris all I have to offer; mark me now! 

Caled has sworn Eudocia shall be safe. 

P/uy. Ha! safe — But how? A wretcheil captive loo^ 
Abu. He swears she sliall be free, she shall be thiin . 
Pho. Then I am lost indeed. 

Abu. The lime draws near, and I must quickly leai : 
thee ; 

But first reflect, that in this fatal nij;ht 
Slau;;liler and rapine may be loos’d abroad ; 

And while they roam with unelttiin^uislfd raj^e, 

Should she thou lov’sl — (well inay’st thou statrl)~he 
made, • 

Perhaps unknown, some barbVous soldier’s prey ; 
Should she then fa|l a sacrifice to lust, 

Or brutal fury 

Pho. Oh! this pulls my lieart-strini^s! [Falh. 

Earth open — save me, save me from that thons:ht. 

Abu. Nay, do not plunge thyself in black des[»air; 
Look up, poor wretch, thou art not shipwreck’d yet; 
Behold an anchor ; am not 1 thy friend ? 

Pho. [/fise.5] Ha! Who, what art thou? ffiaues. 
My friend ? that's well ; hut hold — are all friends honest? 
What’s to he done? — Hush, bark! what voice is that? 

Abu. There is no voice; ’tis yet the dead of night; 
The guards without keep silent watch around us. 

Fho. .Again it calls — ’tis she — O, lead me to her! 
Jfibu. Thy passion mocks thee with imagin’d sounds. 
Tho. Sore 'twas Eudocia’s voice cry’d out, Forbear! 
What shall I do? — Oh, beav’n! 

Abu. Heav’n shows tliee what. 

-Nay, now it is too late ; see Caled comes, 
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Uifer on bis brow. Quickly wiUiclraw 
To the next lent, and there 

raw..!-i. .b« - -p>'!'vc;,;v;rj>.... 

Re-enter Caled and Daran. 

Daran. Behold, on thy approach, they shift iheir 

Caled. ^ri* a* thou say’st ; he l»^es with my mere} 
Daran. Speak, shall I fetch his bead? 

Caled No, slay you here, 

I cauuol spare thee yet. Raphan, gfo hou.^ 

But hold-l’Te ihonghl a(faiii--he shall not die. 

Go, tell him he shall live till he 
Damascus siiik^ii flameii, till he behold 
That slave, that woman idol he adores, 

Or iriv'ii a prize to some brave Mussulman, 

Or tiain boforc hi, face; Iben if be »;.e 
For dealb, a. for a boon, Hcrhapa «e II 

Damn. Tbe captain, wait Ibj orders. 

Caled. Are the troops 
Ready to march? 

Daran. They are. 

Caled. Mourn, thou haughty city . 

The bow is bent, nor canal thou scape thy doom. 
Who turns his back henceforth, our 

Daran. But who commands the trusty bands 

Thou kno^’,1 their leader feU in the last , 

Caled. Tis true; thou, Daran, well dtsen si 
oharae x 

I’ve mark’d wbal a keen hatred, like my own, 

Dwells in th; breast agaiiisl these Christian dogs. 
Daran. TUu dost me right. 

CaUd. And therefore I’ll reward it. 
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Re lhat command now ihitm. And here, thia aabre^* 
Hless’d in the field by Mahomet himaelf, 

At Caabar'i prospVous fight, ahali aid thy arm. 

Daran. '[iianka. my goi^ chief; with this I'll better 
thank thee. * [To/crs the ScimtUtr. 

Caled. \! \seir will lead the troops of tho black stan- 
dard. 

And at the eastern gate l>egiii the atorm. 

Daran. Hut whv do we not move P 'twill soon be day. 
Metliinks I'm cold, and would grow warm witli action. 

Cated. Then hytte and tell .Abudah O, thou’rt 

welcome! 

Re-enter Abudah. 

Thy charge awaits thee. Where’s the stubborn capUre ,* 
Abu. Indeed he’s brave. I left him for a moment 
In the next tent. He’s scarcely yet himself. 

Caltd. But is he uurs.^ « • 

Abu. The threats of diHith are nothing; 

Tltough thy last message siuHik bi.s soul, as winds 
On the bleak hills bend dtiwn some iutly pine; 

Yet still he held his root, till I found means. 

Abating somewlmt of thy first demand. 

If not to make him whotiy ours, at least 
ill’o gain sufltcient to our end. 

Caled. Say how? 

Abu. Oft he inclin’d, oft started back ; at last. 
When just consenting, for awhile be jMius’d. 

Stood fix’d in thought, and lift his eyes to heaven; 
Then, as with fresh recover’d force, cry’d out, 

“ Renounce ray faith ! Never.”— I answer’d, “ No, 
Tliat DOW lie should not do it.” 

Caled, How.^ 

Abu. Yet hear; 

jPor since I saw him now so lost in passion. 

That mast be left to his more temp’rate thoughts. 
Mean time I urg’d, conjur’d, at last constrain’d him, 
By all he held most dear, nay, by the voice 
Of Providence, that call’d him now to save, 

With her he lov’d, perhaps the lives of thousands. 
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Bo totij^r lo resint his belter fate, 

Bot join bis arms in present action with ns, 

And swear he would Ite fatlhfal. 

Calrd. What, no more? . 

Tlien he*s a Christta|i still! 

Abu. Have patience vet ; 

For if by him we can surprise the city 

Caied. Say’st thou? 

Ahu. Hear what’s asrreed ; but on the teroiv 
That e\’ry nnresistin|f life be spar’d. 

I shall command some chosen, faitlWbl bands : 

Pliwnas will ^uide os to the sjate, from whenwe 
He late escap’d ; nor do we doubt but there 
VViili ease to | 2 ^in admittance. 

Caied. This is something. 

And yet 1 do not Hke this half ally. 

Is he not still a Christian.’ — But no matter 

Mean time I will attack the eastern j^ate : 

Who first succwds gives entrance to the rest. 

Hear all !— -Prepare ve now boldest de<?ds, 

And know, the prophet will itward your valour. 

Think that we all to certain triumph move; 

Who falls in fight yet meets the prize libove. 

There, in the inicdens of eternal spring. 

While birds of Paradise around yon sing, 

Each, with his bicmming beauty by his side, 

Shall drink rich wines, that in full rivers glide; 
Breathe fragrant gales o’er field.s of spice that blow, 
And gather fruits immortal as tliey grow ; 

Ecstatic bliss shall your whole pow'rs employ, 

And avVj sense be tost in ev’ry joy. [Ejewnt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



JliCENE I. A preat Sijnare in the City b^crre the 
Chwe mar's Palace. 

Entef Abudah^ Saracen Contains and Soldiers; with 
Eumenks, Her bis, and other Christians, miarmed, 
Kum. It must be — farewell, devoted walls! 

To be surprised tlius! — Hell, and all ve fiends, 

How did ;e watch this minute for deslroction! 

Her. We’ve been betray’d by riot and debaudl. 
Curse on the traitor ^uard. 

Earn. The g^uard above. 

Did that sleep too ? 

Abu. Christians, complain no more, 

What you have ask’d is grantcnl. Are ye men. 

And dare ye question thus, with bold impatience, 
FJernal justice? — Know, the doom from heaven 
mils on your towers, resistless as the bolt 
That fires tlie cedars on yoar mountain tops. 

Be meek, and learn with humble awe to bwir 
’Hie mitig^ated ruin. Worse had follow’d. 

Had ye oppos’d our numbers. Now you’re safe j 
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Quarter and libert? are to aii ; 

And little do ye think how much ye owe 
To one brave enemy, whom yet ye know not. 

Knter Aktamon, hastUtf. 

Art. All’s lost!— Ha?— -Who are these? 

Eum. All’s lost indeed. 

Yield up Illy sword, if thou wouldst share our safety. 
I'ltou eonrst too late to brin^ us news. 

A . Oil ! no. 

The news I briii^ is from the eastei^i) s^ard. 

Calcd has forc'd the gate, and~b«t he’s here. . 

[A Crif viihout, Fltf, fly, theif follow— Quarter., 
mtrey, quarter f 

Caled. [ irithout] No quarter! Rill, I say. Are they 
not Christiaos! 

More blood! our prophet asks it. 

Knter Caled and Daran. 

What, Abndaii ! 

Well met ! But wherefore are llie looks of peace i* 

Why sl(*eps I by sword? 

Abu. Caled, our |ask is over. 

Behold fhe chiefs ! they have resign’d the palace. 

Cakd And sworn I’obey our law ? 

Abu No. 

Caltd. 'riieii fall on. 

Abu, Hold yet, and bear roe — Heaven by me has 
spar'd 

Tlie sword its cruel task. On easv terms 
W e’ve gain’d a bloodle.ss conquest. 

Caled. 1 renounce it. 

Curse on those terms! The city’s mine by storm. 

Fall on, i say. 

Abu. Nav, then I swear ve shall not. 

Caled. Ha! W ho am ir 

Abu. 7'he general — and I know 
What reverence is voor due. 

[Cniicd giva Signs to his Men to fall on. 
Nay, be who stirs, 
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First makes hi* way ibroui^b roe. My bononrV pledg^*f} ; 
Rob rric itf that who dares. [Ihe^ I know tltee, 
Caled, 

Chief in command ; hold, valiant, wise, and failhrul ; 
But yet remember I’m a Mussulii;||in ; 

Nay more, thou know’at, companion of the prophet; 
And what we vow is sacreti. 

Caled. Thou’rl a Christian, 

I swear thou art, and hast betray’d the faith. 

Curse on thy new allies! 

Ahu. No niorca-this strife 
But ill Iwseems the servants of the caliph, 

And casts reproach Christians, withdraw awhile : 

I pledj^e my life to answer the conditions 

[ fheunt Eumencs, ilerbiSt ^c. 
Why, ('aled, do we thus expose ourselves 
A scorn to nations that despise onr law f 
Thou call’st me Christian — .-VV hat!*ls it because 
I prize my plighted faith, that I’m a Christian ? 

Come, ’tis not well, ami i/ 

Caled. What terms are yielded ? 

Abu. Leave to depart to all tl»l will ; an oath 
First given no tftore to aid the against us, 

.An unmolested inarch. Each citizen 

To take his goods, not more than a mule’s burden ; 

The chiefs six mules, and ten the governor; 

Besides some few slight arms for their defence 
Against the mountain robbers. 

Caled. Now , by Mahomet, 

Thou bast equipp’d an army! 

Abu. Caust thou doubt 
The greatest part by far will chooae to slay. 

Receive our law, or pay Ih’ accnslonied tribute.'* 

-W hat fear we then from a few wretcheil band.s 

A)f scatter’d fugitives!* Besides, thou know’st 

What towns of strength remain yet nnsubdu’d. 

Let us ap{>ear this once like generous victors, 

*So future conquests shall repay this bounty, 

.And willing provinces ev*n court sub^ctioii. 

Caled. VVell — be it on Iby beMi, U wome befall ! 
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This once I field hot sec it thus proclaim’d 

Throujfh ait Damascus, that who will depart. 

Must leare the place this instant Pass, move on. 

SCENE 11. The Outside (f a Nunnerjii. 

Enter Kudocia. 

End. Darkness is fled ; and fet the morning light 
Gives me more fears than did night's deadly gloom. 
Within, without, all, ail are foes— Oli, Phocfas, 

Thou art |)erbaps at rest! would I were too! 

[After a Puiis^. 

Tlu.s place has holy cliarms; rapine and murder 
Dare not approach it, but are aw’d to distance. 

I've heard that even these infidels hare spar’d 

Walls sacred to devotion World, farewell! 

Here will 1 hideiiie, till 'Im friendly gra«e 

Ojjens iU arms, and shelters me for ever ! [ f'l if. 

Enter Phocyas. 

Pho. Did not I hear the murmurs of a voice 

This way? A woman’s loo! and seem’d coni- 

fftaining ! 

Hark! — No— 0 torture! Whither shall I Inrn me? 
"rwas here last night we met. Dear, dear Endocia f* 

Might 1 once more [Going ot/t, he meets her. 

Eud. W ho calls the lost Eudocia? 

Sure lis a friendly voice! 

Pho. ’Tis site O rapture! 

Eud, Is’l possible — ray Pbocyas ! 

Pho. My Eudocia! 

Do 1 yet call tliec mine? 

End. Do 1 yet see thee ? 

Yet hear thee spoik ? O bow hast Ibou escap'd 
From barbarous swords, and men that know not mercy ^ 
Pho. I’ve borne a tbonsand deaths since our 1^4 
parting. 

But wherefore do I talk of death ? — for now, 

MeUiinkt I’m rais’d to life immortal. 



S. OF UAMAiCtS. 4.1) 

And feel I'la blest bevoiid Uie poiser of cbauge; 

For thee hai e iriutnpb’d o’er the 6«rce»l foos, 

And turn'd theni friends. 

Eud. Amazeuient! Friends! 

O ail ye giiardian powers! — S»y on — O b ad me, 
l/;ad me through this dark maze of provideiu i-, 

VVhich thou bast trod, that 1 may trace liiy »te|>.H 
With silent awe, and worship as i jmss. 

Pho. Inquire no more — Uiuu shait know alFhere- 
afler 

l.#el roe conduct Ih^ hence. 

Eud. O vs hither next;* 

To what far distant homer — But 'tis enough 
That, favour'd thus of heaven, thou art tiiy guide. 

And as we journey on the (kainful way, 

Say, wilt thou then beguile the |m.ssiiig hours. 

And open ail the wuiicters of the story r 
Where is my father? 

Pho. 'I'hou heavenly maid! 

Know, I've once mure, wrong'd a.s I am. even sav’d 
Thy father’s threaten'd lite^ iiay , sav’d Damascus 
From blood and slaughter, and from total ruin. 

0 didst thou know to what deadly gulfs 
Of horror and despair 1 have been driven 
'I'hU night, ere my perplex'd, bewilder’d soul 

Could find its way ! — thou saidst that thou wuuldst 
chide 

1 fear thou will: indeed I have dune that, 

1 could have wish’d t’avoid but fur a cause 

So lovely, so beiuv’d 

Eud. vVhat dust thou mean? 

I'll not indulge a thought that thou couldst do 
One act unworthy of thyself, thy honour. 

And that firm zeal against these foes of heaven : 

'k*iion coutdsl not save thy life by means inglorious. 

Pho. Alas thou kiiow'sl me not — I’m man, frail man, 
To error born ; and who, that's mao, is perfect ? 

To save iny life! O no, well was it risk’d 
Fur thee ! had it been lost, ’twere not too much. 
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And Ihou art safe; — O what wouidrt llioo have said, 

If 1 had risk’d bit soul to save Kadocia P 
Kud. Ha, speak — Oh no, In; dumb—il canno! he! 
And yet thy looks are chang’d, thy lips ^row pale. 

Why dost ihou shake' Alas! I tremble to«i! 

Thou eouldst not, hast not sworn to Mahomet r 

Phfl. No — 1 should first iiavedv’d — nay, given up thee. 
Kud. O Ph(»ryas! was it welf to try me thusr 
And yet another deadly fear succeeds! 

How came these wretches hilhcrP Who reviv’d 
Their fainting arms to iinex|>ecled Icjtimph P 
For wiiile thou fought’st, and fought’st the Christian 
cause, 

7’hese batter’d walls w'ere rucks impregnable, 

7'heir towers of adamant. But, oh, 1 fear 

Some act of thine 

P/in. No mon' — I’ll tell lliee ail ; 

1 f(Mind the wakejjpl foe in midnight council, 

Resolv’d ere day to make a fresh attack, 

Keen for rt^venge, and hungry after slaughter — 

Could my rack’d soul bear that, and think of thee? 
Nay, think of thet; expos’d a helpless prey 
To w)me fierce ruffian’s violating armsP 
O, had tlie world been mine, in that extreme, 

I should iiave given whole provinces away; 

Nav, all — and thought it little for my ransom I 

£ud. For this then — Oh, thou hast betray’d the city ! 
Distrustful of the righteous powers above, 

That still protect the chaste and iiiiiuceiit; 

And to avert a feign’d, uncertain danger, 

Thou hast brought certain ruin ou tliy country ! 

F/jo. No, the sword, 

Which tlirealeii’d to have fill’d the streets with blood, 

I sheath’d in peace ; thy father, thou, and all 
The citizens arc safe, uncaptiv’d, free. 

Kud. Safe! free! Ono life, freedom, every good, 

Turns to a curse, if sought by wicked means ! 
k'et sure it c.annol be! are these tbe terms 
On which we meet i'— No, we can never meet 
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On term.H like tb««e; iJie twnd of death ilaelf 
(’<»uld not have lorn m from CAch other's arms, 

Ijike this dire act ! 

Bui, alas ! 

n'is thou hast blasted all mv jo vs for ever, 

And cut down hope, like a poor, short-1 iv’d flower, 
Nei er to g;r<»w ag;ain ! 

Pho. Cruel Kndocia ! 

If in inv heart’s dear anguish I’ve been forc’d 

Awhile from what 1 was dost thou reject me i* 

Think of the causc^p 

Eud. The cause r there is no cAUse — 

Not universal nature could afford 
A cAuse for this. Wlial were dominion, |M>tnp, 

The w'calth of nations, nay of all the world, 

If weigh’d with faith unspotted, heavenly Iriilh, 
Thotights free from guilt, tin* empire of the mind, 

And all the friiimnh of a godijke hre^t, 

Firm and unniov’a in the great cause of virtue? 

P/i(K No more Thou waken’sl in iny tortur’d heart 

The cruel, conscious worm*, tlial stings to madness! 
Oh, I'm undone! 1 know it, and can hear 
To be undone fop thee, but not to lose lliec. 

Eud. Poor wretch! — 1 pity thee! — but art thou 
Phocyas, 

The man 1 lov’d? 1 could have dy’d with thee 

Ere thou didst this : then we had gone together, 

A glorious |»air, and soar’d above the stars: 

But never, never 

W ill 1 be made the curs’d reward of IrtAson, 

To seal tliy doom, to bind a hellish league, 

And to ensure thy everlasting woe. 

Pho. What league? — ’tis ended — I renounce ii — 

thus [Aneeh. 

I'bend to heaven and thee O thou divine, 

'riioo matchless image of all |>erfecl goodness! 

Do thou but pity yet the wretclied Phocyas, 

Heaven will relent, and all may yet be well. 

Eud. No we must part. 

Then do not think 
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Tby loss io me is wcHlh one droopini; teer : 

Bui if thott wouldst be reconcil'd to beevcii, 

First Kacrifice to Iteaven that fatal passion 
Which caus'd thy fail ; forget the lost Eudocia. 

Gansl thou forget her' — Oh! the killing torture, 

To think ’twas love, excess of love, divorc’d us! 

Farewell for still 1 cannot speak that word, 

These tears speak for me — O farewell [Exit. 

Pho. I Having] Forever! 

Return, return and speak it ; say, for ever! 

Nhe’s gone — and now she joins the ft|gi(ives. 

O hear, all gracious heaven ! wilt thou at once 
Forgive; and, oh, inspire me to some act 
This day, that may in purt redeem what's |)ast! 

Fros{)er this day, or let it be my last. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE 1. An opm Place in the City. 

Enter Caled and Da ran, meeting. 

CaUd. Soldier, what newt ? thou it>ok'tl astbuu wert 
nngrj. 

Doran, And, durst 1 lajr it »o, my chief, I am ; 

IVe spoke If it oflTeiids, my head is Ihiue; 

Take it, and i am lileoL 
Caled. No, saj on. 

I know thee honest, and perhaps 1 ^uess 

What knits thy brows in frowns 

Doran. Is this, my leader, 

A cooper’d city? — View yon vale of palms : 

Behola the vanquish’d Christian triumph still, 

Rich in bis flij^fat, and mocks thy barren war. 

CaUd. The vale of |>alnis? 

Doran. Beyond those bills, the place 
Where they agreed this day to meet and halt. 

To gather all their forces ; tlicrc disguis’d. 

Just now I’ve view’d their camp — O, I could coi>c 
My eyes for what tbe\ ’ve seen. 
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Caled. What hast thon ieen ? 

Daran. Whf, all Damascus: — All its souls, its life, 
Its heart bioocT, all its treasure, piles of ulate, 

Crosses enrich'd with gents, arras and silks, 

And vests of gold, unfolded to the sun, 

That rival all his lustre ! 

Cakd. How ? 

Daran. Tis true. 

The liees are wisely bearing off their honey, 

And soon llie empty hive will be our own. 

Cnhrd.'So forward too! curse or^lhis foolish treaty ! 
Daran. Forward it looks as if they bad been fore- 

warn’d. 

By Mahomet, the land wears not the face 
Of war, bnl trade! and thou wouidsl swear itsiuerchajits 
Were sending forth their loaded caravans 
To ait the neighb’ring countries. 

CuUd. Dogs*, infidel^! ’tis more than was allow’d! 
Daran. And shall we not pursue them — Robbers I 
thieves! 

That steal away themselvesl and alt they’re worth, 

And wrung the valiant S4itdier of his duef 

Caled. The caliph shall know tbi(M-he shall, Abudah, 
This is thy coward bargain — 1 renounce it. [Ash/e. 
Daran, we'll stop their march, and search. 

Daran. And strip 

Caled. And kill. 

Daran. Thai’s well. And yet 1 fear 
Abudah's Christian friend. 

Caled. If possible, 

He should not know of this. No, nor Abudah : 

By the seven heavens, his soul’s a Christian too! 

And 'tis .by kindred instinct be ihns saves 
Their cursed lives, and taints our cause with mercy, 
Daran. 1 knew my general would nut softer this. 
Therefore I’ve troops prepar’d without the gale j 
Just mounted for pursuit. Our Arab horse 
W'ill in few minutes reaoh.the place ; yet still 
J must repeat my doubts — that devil, rbocyas. 

Will know it soon — 1 met him nw the gale : 
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My natare sickens at him, and forebodes 
I know not what of ill. 

Cakd. No more ; away 

With thy cold fears — we’ll march this rery instant. 

And quickly make this thriftless conquest ^ood: 

Tlie sword loo has been wrong’d, and thirsts for blood. 

[i'IrcMnt. 

SCENE 11. 

.1 VaUeu full of Tents ; Baggie and Harness up 
and down amongst them. Tiie Prospect terminating 
with Palm Trees and Hills at a Distance. 

Enter Bumenes, with Officers and Attendants. 
Earn. [Entering] Sleep on — and angels be thy guard ? 
— soft slumber 

Has gently stole her from her griefs awhile; 

Let none approach the lent — Are out-guards plac’d 
On yonder hills ? [Eo an Officer. 

OJfi, They are. , 

Eum. [^Striking his Breast] Damascus, O — 

Still art thou here ! — Let me entrtSat you, friends. 

To keep strict order; 1 have no command, 

And can but now advise you. 

Offi, You are still 
Our head and leader. 

We’re all prepar’d to follow you. 

Eum. 1 thank you. 

The sun will soon go down upon our sorrows, 

.And, till to-morrow’s dawn, this is our home: 
Meanwhile, each, as be can, forget his loss, 

And bear the present lot. 

3 Offi. Sir, 1 have mark’d 

The camp’s extent : ’lis stretch’d quite through the 
valley. 

1 think that more than half the city’s liere. 

Eum. The prospect gives me much relief. I’m pleas’d, 
My honest countrymen, t’ otaierve your numbers : 

And yet it fills my eyes with tears — Tis said, 

The iiiiglily Persian wept, when he survey'd 
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Hit nomeroot arinj, bat to think then morUl ; 

Vet be then floarisb'd in proneritj. 

Ala*! whit’s that? — Proipcniy! — a harlot, 

That smile* hot to betray ! 

Hear me, ail graeioot h<nren, 

Let me wear out mv small remains of life, 

Obscore, content with homhle porerly, 

Or, in affliction’s bard bat wholesome school, 

If it must be — I’ll learn to know myself. 

And that's more worth than empirer But, O heave n, 
Curse me no more with proud prosperity I 
It has undone me! — 

Enter Herbis. 

Herbis! where, iny friend, 

Hast thou been this long hoar? 

Her. On yonder summit, 

To lake a farewell prtupccl of Damascus. 

Kum. And is it worth a look ? 

Her. No — I’ve forgot it 
All our nossessions are a grasp of air : 

We’re cneated, whilst we think we bold them fast: 
And when they’re gone, we know that they were nothing: 
But I’ve a deeper wound. 

Eum. Poor, good old man! 

’Tis true— thy son — there tbou’rt indeed unhappy. 

Enter Artamon. 

What, Artamon! art thou here, too ? 

Art. Yes, air. 

] never boasted much, 

Y'et I’ve some honour, and a soldier’s pride j 
1 like not these new lords. 

Eum. Tliou’rl brave and honest. 

Nay, we’ll not yet desfuiir. A time may come. 

When from these brute barbarians we may wrest 
Once more our pleasant seats. — Alas! bow soon 
The fktierer, hope, is ready with his song, 

I'o charm as to forgetfulness! — No more — 

Let that be left to heaven.—See, Herbis, see, 
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Melhinks we’re l»erc « i^oodlr city yet, 

WmA it not thus our piMt foiWatliert lir’d. 

In better times — in humble 6elds end tents. 

With all their flocks and herds, their mnvinn; wealth f 
See, too, where our own Pbar|^MU’ winds his stream 
Through the loogf rale, as if to follow us ; 

And kindly ofi'ers his cool wholesome draup^hts. 

To ease us in our march ! — Why, this is plenty. 

Enter Eudocia. 

Mr daogjhter! — wherefore hast thon left thy tent? 

W'hat breaks so soon thy rest? 

Eud. Rest is not there. 

Or I hare sought in vain, and eapnot And it. 

Oh, no! — we’re wanderers, it is our doom ; 

ITiere is no rest for us. 

Eum. Thou art not well. 

Eud. I would, if possible, nvoid myself. 

I’m better now, near you. 

Eum. Near me! alas, , 

The te-nder vine so wreathes its folded arms 
Around some falling elm — It wounds my Iteari 
To think thou fuilow’st but to share ray ruiu. 

1 have lost all but thee. 

Eud. O, say not so ! 

You hare lost nothing; no — you have preserv’d 
Immortal wealth, your faith inviolate 
To heaven and to your country. 

Ruin is yonder, in Damascus, now 
'nm seat abhorr’d of cursed infidels, 
infernal error, like a plague, has spread 
Contagion through its guilty palaces, 

And we are fled from death. 

Eum. Heroic maid ! 

Tliy words are balsam to my griefs. Eudocia, 

1 never knew thee till this day; 1 knew not 
How many virtues I had wrong’d in thee! 

Eud. If you talk thus, you iiave not yet forgiven me. 
Eum. Porgyveo Itee ! — Why, for thee it is, thee only, 
1 think, heaves yel may look with pity on us^ 
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Ym, we iDiist aU forgive ewsh other now. 

Poor Herbift, loo— we both hare been to blame. 

O, Phocvfts !— bat it cannot be recall’d. 

Yet, were be here, we’d ask him pardon too. 

Mj child ! — I meant not to provoW thy tears. 

End. 0, wh? is he not bere.^ Why do 1 sec 
Thousands of nappy wretches, that but seem 
Undone, yet still are bless’d in innocence. 

And why was he not one? [Aiidr. 

Enter an Officer^ 

OJfi. W'here is Enmenes? 

hum. What means thy breathless haste? 

Offi. I fear there’s : 

For, as I kept my watch, 1 spy’d afar 
Thick clouds of dust, and, on a nearer view, 

Perceiv’d a body of Arabian liorsc 
Moving this way. 1 saw tliem wind the hill, 

And then lost sight of Ibeui. 

Her. 1 saw them too, 

W'here the roads meet on t’other side these hills, 

But took tiieni for some band of Christian Arabs, 
Crossing llie country. — 'Hiis way did they move? 

OJfi. W ilh utmost speed. 
hum. If Uiev are Cnrislian Arabs, 

They come as friends ; if other, we’re secure 
By the late terms. Retire awhile, Eudoeia, 

Till 1 return. [Exit Eudoeia. 

I’ll to the guard myself. 

Soldier, lead on the way. 

Enter another OJftcer. 

Arm! arm! we're ruin’d! 

The is in the camp. 
hum. So soon? 

2 0^. They’ve quitted 

Their horses, and with sword in hand have forc’d 
Our gtiard j they say they come for plunder. 

^ Eum. Villains! 

Sore Caled knows not of this treachery ! 
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Come on — we caa'^ISlbt slill. We’ll make them know 
What ’Us to urge the wretched to des|)atr. [JLrruttt. 

Enter Da ran. 

Varan. Let the fools fight at distance — Here’s the 
harvest 

Reap, reap, my countrymen! — Ay, there — first clear 

'I'hose furllier tents f Lm^hing hctueen the Tniis. 

What’s here? a woman! — lair 

She seems, and well attir’d! — It shall be so. 

She’s my first pri/,^, and then [ I'.jii. 

Re-enter Da ran, uitk Kroon a. 

End. [Struggling'^ Mercy! O, spare me! spare me ! 
Heaven, hear my cries! 

Varan. Woman, thy cries are vain ; 

No help is near. 

Enter Pnorv .as. ' 

Pho, Villain, thou liest! take that 

To loose thv hold 

ttt Varan with his Spear, who falls. 

Eudocia ! • 

Eud. Phocyas! O, aAloni.Hhinent! 

Tlieii is it thus that heaven baa heard my prayers ? 

1 tremble still — and s<*>arce have power to ask thee 
How thou art here, or whence this sudden outrage ? 

Pho. Sure every angel watches o’er thy safety T 
Thou sees! ’tis death t’ approach thee without awe, 

And barbarism il.self cannot |urofane thee. 

Eud. W hence are these alarms ? 

Pho. Some stores remov’d, and not allow’d by treaty. 
Have drawn the Saracens to make a search. 

Perhaps ’twill quickly be agreed — But, oh! 

Thou know’st, Eudocia, I’m a banish’d man. 

And ’lis a crime I’m here once mure before thee; 

Else, might I speak, ’twere better fur the present. 

If tiiou wouldst leave this place. 

Eud. No — 1 have a fatlicr, 

(And shall 1 leave him?) whom we both have wrong’d 
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And ?et, aits! 

Fur this last act how woold 1 thank Ibee, Phocyas!— 
Fre nothing now hot praym and tears to girc, 
Cold,frnitlrM thhnksl — But 'tis some comfort jret, 
T^at fkte aliows this short refnreve, that tiniH 
We may behold each other, and once more 

Mav mourn our woes, ere yel again we part 

Pko. For ever ! 

Tis then resolv’d— It was thy cruel sentence, 

And I am here to execute that doom. 

End. What dost thou mean:' 

Phfl. [Kneeling] Thus at thy feet-^ — 

End. O, rise! 

Phfl. Never — No, here I’ll lay my burden down ; 
I’ve tried its weight, nor can support it longer. 

Take Iby last look ; if yet thy eyes can bear 
To look upon a wretch accurs’d, cast ofi' 

By heaven and thee 

End. Forl>ear, ' ' 

O cruel man! Why will thou rack me Lhttsf’ 

Didst thou not mark — thou dvdst, when last we parted, 
The pangs, the strugglings of*my suATVing soul ; 

That nothing but the hand of heaven itself 

Could ever drive me firtwn thee! Dost thou now 

Reproach me thus? or cansl thou have a thought 
That 1 can e’er forget thee? 

Phfl. [Pises] Have a care! 

I’ll not be tortur'd more with thy iaise pity! 

No, I renounce it See, J am prepar’d. 

I i'hoiM a Dagger. 

Thy crnelty is mercy now. — Farewell ! 

Anil death is now a release from torment! 

Eud. Hold — Slav thee yet! — O, madness of despair! 
And wouldst thou die? Tuink, ere thou Jeap’st the gulf, 
When thou hast UtkI that dark, tliat unknown way, 
Canst thou return? What if the cliange prove worse? 

0 think, if then 

Phfl. No— thought’s my deadliest foe ; 

And therefore to toe grave I’d fly to shun it! 
jMd. O, fatal error ! — like a restless ghost, 
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It will pursue and haunt thee still ; even there, 
Per^qiM(, in forms more frig^htfnl. 

How wilt thou curse thv rashness then ? How start. 
And shudder, and shrink back ! vet how avoid 
To pul on lh3f new being? 
rho. I thank thee ! 

For now I’m quite undone 1 gave up ail 

For thee before; but Ibis, this bosom friend. 

My last reserve There 

[TItrotes au'u^ the Onager. 

Tell me now, Eud§<*ia, 

Cut oft' from hope, deny’d the food of life, 

And yet forbid to die, what am I now? 

Or what will fate do with me ? 

Kud, Oh! (Turns mcttu, weeping. 

Pho. Thou weep’st! 

Canst thou shed tears, and yet not melt to mercy? 

0 say, ere yet returning toad ness s«-i!B| me, 

Is there in all futurity no pros*pect. 

No distant comfort? 

[Here theif both ofintinuc silent for some Timr, 
Still thou art silent! 

Hear then this last. 

This only pray’r! — Heav’n will consent to this. 

XiCt me but follow tiiee, where’er thou go’st. 

But see thee, hear thy voice ; be thou my angel, 

To guide and govern ray returning steps, 

Till long contrition, and unwear) ’d duty. 

Shall expiate my guilt. 

Eud. No more This shakes 

My firmest thoughts, and if [A Cry is heard. 

W hat shrieks of deatli ! 

1 fear a treach’rous foe have now 

Begun a fatal harvest! Haste, 

Prevent — O, wonldst thou see mo more with comfort. 
Fly, save them, save the threaten'd lives of Christians, 
My father and his friends ! — i dare not stay— - 
Hoav’n be my guide, to abnn this gath’ring ruin ! 

[Exit. 
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Enter Caled. 

Caltd. So, sUoghter, do Ihy work ! These liftnds look 
well. [Looks on his Hands, 

Pbocjfts! TTiou’rt met— But whether thou art here 

[ Comes forward. 

A friend or ff>e, I know not; if a friend, 

Which is Ruroenes’ tent'* 

Phfl. Hold, pa»*» no farther. 

Caled. Sal 'hi thou, not pass? 

Fho. Ni>— on thy life no further. 

Caled, What, dost thou frown# loo? — Sure, thou 
know’sl me not ! 

Pho. Not know thee? Yes, loo well 1 know thee 

now, 

0 murd’rous fiend ! Why all lhi.s waste of blood? 

Didst thou not promise 

Caled Promise! — Insolence! 

Tis well, ’tis weU ; for n 4 »w I know thee loo. 

Perfidioiis, mongrel slave! Thou double traitor! 

False to thy first and to thy latter vovys! 

Viliam! 

Pho. Thai’s well — go on — 1 swear I thank thee. 
Speak it again, and strike it through hiy ear! 

A villain ' Ves, thou inad'st me so, thou devil ! 

And inind'st me now what to demand from thee. 

Giic, give me hack my former self, my honoor. 

My country’s fair esteem, ray friends, rav all 

Thou cansi not— O thou robber! Give me then 

Revenge or death! The last 1 well do'ionc — 

Tiiat yielded up niv soul’s best wealth to thee, 

For which accurs’d be Ihoo, and curs'd iby prophet! 

Gated. Hear’sl thou tliis, Mahomet.’ ^Bfaspneming 

inoiith! 

For this thou siK^n shall chew the bitter fruit 
Of Zacon's tree, the food of fiends below. 

Go ^speed thee thither 

[Pushes at him with his Lance, which Phocyas 
puts by, and kills him. 

Pho. Go thou first thyself. 

Caled. [1*011#] O dog! thou gnaw’st my heart! — 
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False Mabomel ! 

Is this Iteii mj rewards* O! [0iei, 

Pho. Tlyuikstothe g^ods, 1 ba%*»* reteng’d my coiinlrv ! 

t Eiit. 

Screral Parties of Christians and Saraccfis pass over tlte 
further End of the Stage, fighting. The former are 
beaten. At la!i,t Ki MtMr s rallies them, and make» a 
stand ; then enter Ahudah, attended. 

Ahu. ForlK'ar, forl>ear, and sheathe the bloody sword. 
Eum. AiiudahlihM thi.s well ^ 

Ahu. No i must own 

YooVe cause. O Mussulnieti, look here! Behold 

Where, like a broken >n»ear, }our arm of war 
Is thrown to earth ! 

Earn. Ha ! Caled ^ 

Abu. Duitih and breathless. 

Then thus has heaven ohasti%d us inathj fall, 

And thee fur vdoiated faith ! Farewell, 

Thou g^rcjat, but cruel map ! 

Eum. This thirst of bKiod 
In his own blood is quench'd. 

Abu. Bear hefice his clay 
Back to Damascus. Cast a mantle first 
O’er this sad sight: so should we hide his faults. — 
Now bear, je servants of the prophet, hear! 

A greater death than this deniands )our tears, 

For know your lord, the caliph, is no more! 

Good Abubeker has l>reath'd out his spirit 
To him that gave it. Yet your caliph lives, 

Lives now in Omar. See, l>ehold Ins signet, 
Appointing me, such is his will, to lead 
His faithful armies warring here in Syria. 

Alas! — foreknowledge sure of this event 
Guided his choice ! Obey me then, your chief. 

For you, Q Christians! know, with s|»eed 1 came. 

On the first notice of this foul design, 

Or to prevent it, or re^iafr your wrongs. 

Y"our goods shall be untouch’d, your persons safe, 
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Nor shall onr troop beticeforUi, on pin of death, 
Molest voiir march. — If more voo ask, His 

Eum. Still jnst and hrare! Ihj rirtoes would adorn 
A purer faith? Thou, heller than th» seel, 

T^at dar’sl decline from that to acts of mere? I 
Pardon, Abudah, if ih? honest heart 
Makes us er'n wish tbm ours. 

Ahu. 0 Power Supreme! 

That niad'st m? heart, and know’st its inmMt frame, 

If yet I err, O lead me into truth. 

Or prdon unknown error! Nowt Kumenes, 

' Friends, as we majr be, let us prl in pace. 

[Ivjeunt ftoernlly. 

Re-enter Ahtamov and Kudocia. 

End. Ala.« ! but is ni? father safe? 

Art. He«ven knows. 

I left him just prepring^ to en^p^^:e : 

When, doubtful of th' e?ent, lie bade me baste 
To warn his dearest daufi'bter of the danger, 

And aid your spee<l 5 flight. 

End. Mv flifcht! but whither? 

O no— if he is lost 

Art. 1 hop not so. 

The noise is oeas’d. Perhaps they’re beaten off. 

We soon shall know ; here’s one that can inform us. 


Re-enter first Officer, 

Soldier, thy looks .sppk well : — what says thy toojroe ? 
1 Offi. The foe’s withdrawn. Abudah has been here, 

And has renew’d the terms. Gated is kill’d 

Art. Hold first thank lieaven for that! 

End. Where is Eumenes? 

1 Off. 1 left him well ; by bis command 1 came 
To search fbii out: and let you know this news. 

I’ve more ; but that 

Art. Is bad, prhap, so says 
This sadden puse. Well, be it so; let’s know it ; 

Tis hot iife’t ohedier’d lot.' 
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1 Ojfi, Eomeoai mourn* 

A friend’s unhappy hUI — Herbts is slain — 

A scdiled gloom seem’d to hang heavy on him ; 

Th’ effect of grief, ’6* thought, for his lost son. 

When on the first attack, like one that sought 

welcome means of death, with desp'rate valour 
He press’d the foe, and met the fate he wish’d. 

Art. See where fiumenes comes! Whal’s this? He 
seems 

To lead some wounded friend Alas! ’tis 

withdraw to one side the Stage. 

Re-enter Eumenes, leading in Phoc yas, with im 
Amnv in his Breast. 

hum. Give me thy wound ! O, 1 could bear it for 
thee ! 

'Hiis goodness melts my hmirt. What, in a moment 
h’orgetling all thy wrongs, in kind ensbraces 
'1” exchange forgiveness thus: 

Pho. Moments are few. 

And must not now be wasted. O Kninenes, 

Lend me thy helping band a KlUe further ; 

0 where, where i* sue? advance. 

Eum. Look, look here, Eudocia! 

Behold a sight that calls for all our tears! 

hud. Phocyas, and wounded ! Ob, what cruel 

hand 

Fho. No, ’Iwas a kind one. — Spare thy tears, Eudocia ! 

For miue are tears of joy. 

Kud. Is’t possible? 

Pho. Tis done — the powers supreme have lieard iny 
prayer, 

And prosper’d me with some fair deed this day : 

I've fought once more, and for my friends, my country. 
By me tiie treach’rous chiets are slain ; awhile 

1 slopp'd the foe, till, warn’d by me before. 

Of this their sodden march, Abodah came. 

But first this random shaft bad reach'd my breast. 

Life’s mingled scene is o’er ’tis thus that lieaven 

At once chastises, and, 1 hope, accepts me. 
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FMd. What »hall 1 tiaj to thee, to giro tliee comfort? 

P/io. Say <»nly thou foryiv’st me O, Kudocia? 

N(» longer now iny dazxled eyes behold thee 
Through pai*Kion’!» inUU ; my miuI mow on thee, 
And MH*N thee lovelier in unfading chanoa! 

Bright M» the ahiriing angel host that stood — 

Whilst I but there it Hinarts. 

Eiid. Le»ok down, look down, 

Ve pilyifi); powers! and help his pious sorrow! 

hum. Tis not Uk» late, we hope, to give thee help. 
See' yonder is iny tent; we’ll lead fiee thither; 

Come, enter there, and let thy wound be dress'd : 
Perhaps it is not mortal. 

/’hn. No! not mortal? 

No flall’ry now. By all my hopes hereafter, 

For the world’s empire I’d not lose this death. 

Alas! i hut keep in my (leeling breath 
A few short moments, titl^ I have conjur’d you, 

That to the worhiyou witness my remorse 
For my past errors, anil defend my fame. 

F<»r know, soon as this pointed stwl’s drawn out, 

Life follows through the wound. 

Eud. Wiiat dost thou say ? 

O, luucli not yet the broken springs of life! 

A thousand tender thoughts rise in my soul ; 

How shall I give them words? Oil, till this hour 
1 scarce have lasted woe! — this is indeed 

To pari but, oh! 

Ffii). No more — death is now painful ! 

But My, my friends, whilst 1 have breath to ask 
(For still inethiuks all your cuncerus are mine), 
Whither have you design’d to bend your journey ' 
f uni. Constantinople is my last retreat, 

If heaven indulge my wish; there I’ve resolv’d 
To wear out the dark wiolt r of ray life. 

An old man’s slock of days — I hu|>e not many. 

f'ud. There will I dedicate myself to heaven, 

O, Ptiocyas, for thy sake, no rival else 
Shull e’er possess my heart. My father lo<* 

Cua.seuts to this my vow. My vital ilamt 
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Tlwre, like a laj»er on the holy «IUr, 

Shall waale away ; till heav'n, relentinj?. hrara 
Inc^Mnt prayera for Ihee and for myaelf. 

And win^ m? soul to meet with thine in hlisni. 

For in that tlioojicht I find a anddt'n hojH% 

As if inspir'd^ spring:^ in my hreaat, and tella m<' 

That thy repenlinj^ frailly is forgjiv’n. 

And we shall meet again to part no more. 

Pho, [ Plucks out the Arrow] Tlien all is done -Hwas 
the last pang — at length — 

I’ve given up tbeetand the world now is — nothing 

[ Dies. 

Eum. O Pliocyas! Fhocyas! 

Alas! he hears not now, nor see* rov sorrows! 

Yet will I mourn for thee, thou gallant youth! 

As for a son — so let me call thee now. 

A DUich-wrong’d friend, and an unhappy hero! 

A fruitless /.eal, yet all 1 nnw^can shiifv ; 

Tears vainly flow for errors learti'd tiM» late, 

When timely caution should prevent our fate. 

•* [Freunt. 
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Well, sire, you* re seen, his pesMoo to spprore, 

A drep’rete lover give op idl for love ; 

All but his fsith. — Melhinks now I can spy, 

Among you airy sparks, some who woold cry, 

Pho, pox — for tfiat what need of such a pother’ 
For one faith led, be would have got anotner.” 
True; Hwas your very case. Just what you say, 
Our rebel fools were ripe for t’otljer day ; 

Hioagh disappointed now, they’re wiser grown. 
And with much grief— are forc’d to keep their own. 
lliese gen’ruus madmen gratis sougXt Uieir ruin, 
And set no price, not they, on their undoing. 

For gain indeed we’ve others would not dally, 

Or with stale principles stand shilly-shally — 

You’ll 6nd all their religion in Change-alley. 

There all pursue, by belter means or worse, 
lago’s role — “ Pul mon<^ in thy purse.” 

For though you differ stu’ in speculation — 

For why r~ each bead is wiser limn the nation ; 
Though fK)iiils of faith for ever wilt divide you, 
And bravely you declare — uo'ne e’er shall nde you. 
In practice all agree, and every man 
Devoutly strives to get what wealth be can : 

All parlies at this golden altar bow; 

Gain, powerful gain’s tbe new religion now. 

But leave we thie — since in this circle smite 
So many shining beauties of our isle, 

Who to more gen’rous ends direct their aim, 

And show us virtue in ib fairest frame; 

I'o three, with ]N‘ide, tbe author bid me say, 

Twas for your sex he chiefly wrote this play ; 

And if in one bright clmractor you find 
Superior honour, and a noble mind, 

Know from the life Eudocia’s charms he drew. 

And bo|>e8 the piece shall live that copies you. 

Sure of success, he cannot miss his end. 

If every British licroiiie proves bis friend. 


C. Whittingbam, l^rinter, Cbiswick. 
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THE APPRENTICE, 


First acted at Drury Lane in 1736, was very pro- 
perly levelled at the prevalent, and it may be Miid, 
dangerous passioitwhichthen existed, and, in spite 
of the moral of this well-written farce, does still 
exist, amongst young people possessing stronger 
inclination than ability to attempt the stage as a 
profession. The concluding line of the epilogue 

“ A shop with virtue is tiar hei({hr«f bliss, " 

most tnily and forcibl)^ winds up the author's 
praiseworthy intention ;*and many a stage-struck 
youth and herokie have had serious cause to 
lament their not having accepted it in its literal 
signification. This farce was and is greatly ai>- 
plauded on every representation. The great abi- 
lities of Mr. Bannister have assisted its latter 
exhibition; and the prologue (contrary to esta- 
blished custom) has, in consequence of that gen- 
tleman's admirable delivery of it, been called for 
-on everj- evening on which The Apprentice has 
been acted. 




PROLOGUE. 

WitlTTEN BY MR. GARRICK. 


SPOIEN BY MB. WOODWARD. 

Prologues prece<)e lh« piece — in mournful rerie, 

As underUkert walk before a hearse; 

Whose doleful march may strike the harden'd mind, 

And wake its feeliuf^s fur the dead behind. 

To-nifht no smuKi^led soencs from France we show, 

*'ris Kn^lish English, sirs! from lop to toe. 

Though coarse tbi colours, and the liand unskill’d, 
From real life our little cloth is fill'd. 

'I’he hero is a youth by fate design’d Y 

For culling simples — but whose stage-struck mind, > 
Nor fate could rule, nor hw indentures bind. j 

A place there is where such young Quixotes meet ; Y 
T\s call'd the spouting cLLBl—a glorious treat! > 
Where ’prentic’d kings — alagn the gaping street! 3 
There Brutus starts and stares by midnight taper ; 

Who all the day enacU>~2~*a woollen-draper. 

There Hamlet's ghost sUmks forth with doubled fist, 
Cries out with hollow ?oioe — “ List, list, O list f 
And frightens Denmark’s prince — a young tobacco- / 
nist. j 

The spirit too, clear’d from his deadly white, 

Rises a haberdasher to the sight ! 

Not young attorneys have this rage withstood, Y 

Rut change their pens for truncheons, ink for blood ; > 
And (strange reverse ! ) — die for their country’s good. 3 
To check these heroes, and their laurels crop. 

To bring them back to reason — and their s/nm. 

Our author wrote ; — O you, Tom, Dick, Jack, Will! 

W ho hold the balance, or wlio gild the pill ; 

Who wield the yard, and siinp’ring pay your court, 
And* at each flourish snip au inch too short! 

Quit not your shops ; there thrift and profit call, 
Whilst here young gentlemen are apt to fall ! [Bell rings. 
But soft! — the prompter calls! — brief let me be — X 
Here groans you’ll hear, and flying apples see, f 
Bo damn'd perhaps. — Farewell ! — remember me. 3 
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SCENE I. 

Enter WingHtJ': and Simon. 

IFin. !Nav, nay, bat 1 tell vou I aoi conruiced — I 
know it is so; and so, friend, doii*l you think to tri^ 
with me ; I know you're in the plot, you scoundw*! ; and 
if you don’t discover all. I’ll 

Simon. Dear heart, sir, you won’t ^ire a body time. 

Win. Zookers! a whole month missing', and no ac- 
count of him far or near ! — Sirrah, 1 say could not 
be 'prentice to your master so long, and you live so 
long in one bouse with him, without knovt'ing his 
haunts and all his ways — and then, varlet, what brings 
you here to my bouse m often ? 

Simon. My master Gargle and I, sir, are so uneasy 
about un, that 1 have been running ail over the town 
since morning to inquire for un ; and so in my way I 
thought I might as well call here. 

Wm. A villain, to give his father all this trouble. 
And so you have not teard any thing of him, friend ? 

Simon, Not a word, sir, as 1 hope for nuurcy ; thcMigh, 
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M Mwe M JOQ ire there, I bdiere 1 cin ipieu whiU’s 
eome on un. Ai sore la uiy thing, master, the gipues 
hare goileo hold on on ; and we shall liare un come 
home as thin as a rake, like the yoong girl in the city, 
with living upon nothing hot crusts and water for aix- 
and’-twenly days. 

li'tn. The gipsies have got hold of him, ve block- 
bead ' out of the room. Here voo, Simon ! 

Simon. Sir. 

Win. Where are yoo going in socb a hurry? Let me 
see; what must be done ? A ridicuKius numskull, with 
his damned Cktssauders and Cloppatras, and trumpery ; 
witli Ills romances, and his Od vssey Popes, and a parcel 
of rascals nut worth a groat! Zookers! I’ll not pot 
myself in a p^ion. Simon, do you step back to your 
master, my triend Gargle, and tell him 1 want to speak 
with him — though I don’t know what 1 should send 

for him for a sly, siqw, hesitating blockhead ! he’ll 

only plague me with his physical cant and his nonsense. 
— Why don't you go, you hpoby, when 1 bid you? 

Simon. Yes, sir. • [£rif. 

Win, This fellow will be the death of me at last! 1 
have been turmoiling for him all tile days of my life, 
and now the scoundrel's run away. Sup^se 1 adver- 
tise the dog?— Ay, but if the villain should deceive 
me, and happen to be dead, wh? then he tricks me out 

of six shillings — my money’s dung into the fire. 

iZuokers, i’ll not put myself in a passion ; let him fol- 
low his nose — ’tis nothing at ail to me — what care 1? 

Re-tMer Simon. 

Wlial do you come back for, friend? 

Simon, As i was going out, sir, the post came to the 
door, and brought this letter. 

Win. Let me see it. T’he gipsies have ^t hold of 
him, ha, ha ! What a pretty fellow you are f ba, ha! — 
Why don’t you step where 1 bid you, sirrah? 

Simon. Y<», sir. [Exit. 

Win. Well, well, I’m resolved, and it shill be se— 
rjl idrerlise him ttHuorrow momiiig, ind pruuie, if 
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ht eiMTOt b<»M, »ll ^Mill be ; *iid wImni Um 

Moekbeed comes, 1 aej do m 1 pimuMi, bs Iw! I mej • 

do u I pieftse. Let me see — be bed on slHUkins, 

what tifpiifies what be bad on? I’ll read raj letter, and 

ibiak no more about him. Hev ! what a plag:i>e bare 

we here** [Mutters to himself } Bristid— a — wbat's all 
this ? [ Heods. 

Esteemed friend, — Last vm twentieth uUhno, twice 
none of thine, which mil occasion brevity. The reason 
(f my writing to thee at yreunt, tt to irf 'orm thee that 
thy son came to %ur place with a company of ^roUers, 
who were taken up by the magistratey anti committed as 

vagabonds to jail. Z<M>kers! Tin glad of it — a ril- 

lain of a fellow ! Let him lie ther e - - 1 am sorry thy 

lad should follow such profane courses ; but out of the 
esteem I bear unto thee, 1 have taken thy boy out tf eon- 
Jinement, and sent him of for your city in the waggon^ 
which lift this four days agg. He ns consigned to thy 
addressy being the needful from thy friend and servtmty 
£beenfe7:kr Broadbribs. 
Wounds! what did he lake the fellow out for? A 
scoondrel, rascal! turn’d stage-player — I’ll never see 
the villain’s fac%. Who comes tberef 
Re-enter Simon. 

Simon. I met mj master over tlie wa/, sir. Our 
muTS are over. Here is Mr. Gargle, sir. 

Win. Let him come in — and do jou go down stairs, 
you blockhead. [Exit Simon. 

Enter Gargle. 

So, friend Gargle, here’s a fine piece of work — Dick’s 
turn’d vagabond! 

Gar. He most be pot oiider a proper regimen directly, 
sir. — He arrived at my house within these ten roinnUw, 
but in soeh a trim. He's now below stairs; I judged 
it proper to leave him there till 1 had prepared you for 
bis reception. 

Win. Death and fire! what conld pul it into t^ 
vilbyn’s bead to tom bafiboo ? 

Gmr, Nothing so easily accounted for: why, when 



10 THE APPRENTICE. ACl 1. 

he ongbtto be reading the JOiapensatorj, there was he 
constantly reading over plays, and farces, and Shak* 
speare. 

Wiil, Ay, that damned Shakspeare ! 1 hear the fellow 
was nothing bat a deer-stealer in Warwickshire. I 
never read Shakspeare. Wounds! I caught the rascal 
mjself reading that nonsensical play of Hamblel, where 
the prince is keeping company with strollers and vaga- 
bonds. A tiae example, Mr. Gargle. 

Gar. .His disorder is of the malignant kind, and my 
daughter has taken the infection front him. Bless my 
heart! — she was as innocent as water-gruel, till he 
spoiled her. 1 found her the other n^ht in the very 
fact. 

Win. Zookers! you don’t say so.** caught her in the 
fact ^ 

Gar. Ay, in the very fact of reading a play-book in 
bed. , 

Win. Oh, is that the HTct yon meanP Is that allP 
though that’s bad enough. 

Gar. But I have done for nf^; young madam ; I have 
confined her to her room, and locked up all her books. 

Win. Look ye, friend Gargle, I’ll never see the vil- 
lain’s face. Let him follow his nose, and bile the bridle. 

Gar. Sir, 1 have found out that he went three times 
a week to a spouting club. 

Win. A spouting club, friend Gargle! What’s a 
spouting club.’ 

Got. a meeting of ’prentices, and clerks, and giddy 
^oung men, intoxicated with plajs ; and so they meet 
in public-houses to act sp^ches; there they all neglect 
business, despise the advice of their friends, and think 
of notliiug but to beeome actors. 

Win. You don’t say so! a spouting club ! Wounds, 
I believe they are all mad. 

Gar. Ay, mad indeed, sir: madness is occasioned in 
a very extraordinary manner; the spirits flowing in 
particular channels 

Win, ’(Sdealli, you’re as mad yourself as any of them. 

Gar. And continuing to run in the same ducts 
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Win. Docks! damn yoor ducks ! Who’s below there? 
Tel) that fellow to come up. 

Gar. Dear sir^ be a lillie cool — ^inflammatories may 
be dangerous. — Do pray, sir, moderate your passions. 

Win. Pr’ytbee be quiet, man j I’ll try what 1 can do. 
Here he comes. 

Enter Dick. 

Dick. Now, my good father, what’s the matter? 

Win. So, friend, you have been upon your travels, 
have you? You have had your frolic? Lookye, young 
man, I’ll not put tiyself in a passion. But, death and 
fire, you scoundrel, what right have you to plague me 
in this manner? Do you think 1 must fall in love with 
your face, because I am your father ? 

Dick. A little more than kin, and less than kind. 

[Aside. 

Win. Ha, ha! what a pretty figure you cut now! 
Ha, ha ! why don’t you speak, you J)lockhead ? Have 
you nothing to say for yourself ? 

Dick. Nothing to say for yourself. What an old 
prig it is. / [Aside. 

Win. Mind me, friend, I have found you out; I 
see you’ll nevep come to good. Turn stage-player! 
wounds! you’ll not have an eye in your head in a 
month, ha, ha! you’ll have ’em knocked out of the 
sockets with withered apples remember I tell you so. 

Dick. A critic too! [Whistles] Well done, old Square- 
toes. 

Win. Lookye, young man, take notice of what I 
say : 1 made my own fortune, and 1 could do the same 
again. Wounds! if 1 were placed at the bottom of 
Ohaucery-lane, with a brush and black-ball. I’d make 
my own fortune again. You read Sliakspeare! (Jet 
Cocker’s Arithmetic ; vou may buy it for a shilling on 
any stall — best book that ever was wrote. 

Dick. Pretty well, that; ingenious, faith ! ’Egad, the 
old fellow has a pretty notion of letters. [Aside. 

Win. Can you tell how much is five-eighths of three- 
sixteenths of a pound ? Five-eighths of three-sixteenths 
of a pound. Ay, ay, 1 see you’re a blockhead. Lookye, 
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^oufig man, if you have a mind to thrii^e in this world, 
study figures, and make yourself useful — make your- 
self useful. 

Dick. How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable seem to 
me all the uses of this world ! [Aside. 

Win. Mind the scoundrel now. 

Gar. Do, Mr. Wingate, let me speak to him— softly, 
softly — 111 touch him gently. — Come, come, young 
man, lay aside this sulky humour, and speak as becomes 
a son. 

Dick. 0 Jephtha, judge of Israel, what a treasure 
liadst thou ! 

Win. What does the fellow say ? 

^ Gar. He relents, sir. Come, come, young man, Iiell 
forrive. 

Dick. They fool me to the top of my bent. JGad, 
111 hum 'em, to get rid of ’em — a truant disposition, 
good my lord, no, stay, that’s not right— I have 
a better spech. [Aside] It is as you say — when we are 
sober, ana reflect but ever so little on our follies, we are 
ashamed and sorry : and yet,‘dhe very next minute, we 
Tush again into the very same absurdities. 

Win. Well said, lad, well said — Mind me, friend ; 
eommanding our own passions, and artfully taking 
advantage of other people’s, is the sore road to wealth. 

~ — Death and fire!— but 1 won’t put myself in a passion, 
^is my regard for you makes me speak; and if 1 tell 
you you’re a scoundrel, ’tis for your good. 

Dick. Without doubt, sir. a La^h, 

Win. If you want any thing you shall be provided. 
Have you any money in yonr pocket.^ Ha, ha! what a 
ridiculous numskull you are now! ha, ha! Come, 
here’s some money for you. [Pulls out his Money and 
looks at it] 111 give it to you another lime ; an so 
you’ll mind what 1 say to you, and make yourself 
useful for the future. 

Dick. Else, wherefore breathe I in a Christian land. 

Win. Zookers! you blockhead, you’d better stick to 
your business, than turn bufibon, and get truncheons 
broke upon your arm, aud be tumbling upon carpets. *' 
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Dick. I shall in all my test obey you, daddy. « 

Win. Very well, friend — very well said — ^you may 
do very well if you please ; and so I’ll say no more to 
you, but make yourself useful ; and so now go and 
cleim yourself, and make ready to go home lo your 
business — and mind me, young man, let me see no 
more play>books, and let me never find that you wear 
a laced waistcoat — yon scoundrel, what right have 
you to wear a laced waistcoat? — I never wore a laced 
waistcoat ! — never wore one till I was forty. — But I’ll 
not put myself in^a passion — go and change your dress, 
friend. 

Dick. I shall sir 

I most be cruel, only to be kind : 

Thus bad begins, but worse remains behind. 
Cocker’s Arithmetic, sir? 

Win. Ay, Cocker’s Arithmetic — study figures, and 
they’ll carry you through the worW. 

Dick. Yes, sir. IStifUng^a Lau^] Cocker’s AriUi- 
metic! [Exit. 

Win. Let him mind friend Gargle, and I’ll make 
a man of him. 

Gar. Ay, sirf you know the world. — ^Tbe young man 
will do very well — I wish be were out of his time ; he 
shall then have my daughter. 

Win. Yes, but I’ll touch the cash — he shan’t fin^r 
it during my life. — I roust keep a light hand over hiiq 
— [Goes to the JDoor] — Do ye hear, friend ? — Mind 
what I say, and go home to your business immediately. 
— Friend Gargle I’ll make a man of him. 

Re-enter Dick. 

Dick. Who call’d on Aebmet? — Did not Barbarossa 
require me here ? 

Win. What’s the matter now ? — Barossa ! — Wounds ! 
— ^What’s Barossa? — Does the fellow call me names? 
^What makes the blockhead stand in such confusion? 

Dick. That Barbarossa should so.spect my truth ! 

IFin. The fellow’s stark staring mad — get out of the 
room, you villain, get oot of the room, 

[Dicfc stands in.a sullen Mood. 
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Gfsr. Gome, come, jooog man, every thing is easy ; 
don’t ^iJ ail again — go and change yonr dress, and 
come home to yonr business. Nay, nay, be rul^ by 
me. [Thrusts him off. 

Win. I’m very peremptory, friend Gargle; if he 
vexes me once more, I’li have nothing to say to him. 
Well, but now I think of it 1 have Cocker’s Arith- 
metic below stairs in the counting-house — I’M step and 
get it for him, and so he shall take it home with him. 
— Friend Gargle, your servant. 

Gar. Mr. Wingate, a good evening to you. You’ll 
send him home to his business? 

Win. He shall follow you home directly. Five- 
eighths of three-sixteenths of a pound ! — multiply the 
numerator by the denominator! five times sixteen is 
ten times eight, ten times eight is eighty, and — a— a — 
carry one. [Erie. 

Re-ev*jer Dick and Simon. 

Simon. Lord love ye, master — I’m so glad you’re 
come back — come, we bad as good e’en gang home to 
my master Gargle’s. ^ 

Dick. No, no, Simon, stay a moment — this is but a 
scurvy coat I have on — and I know® my father has 
always some jemmy thing lock’d up in his closet — 1 
know his ways — He takoj ’em in pawn; for he’ll never 
part with a shilling without security. 

Simon. Hush! he’ll hear os — stay, I believe he’s com- 
ing op stairs. 

Dieh. [Goes to the DooVy and listens] No, no — no — 
he’s going down, growling and grnmhiing — ay, say ye 
so? — Scoundrel, rascal — let him bite the bridle. — 
Six times twelve is seventy-two.” — All’s safe, man ; 
never fear him. Do you stand here— 1 shall dispatch 
this business in a crack. 

Simon. Blessings on him ! what is he about now — 
the door is locked, master. 

Dick. Ay, but I can easily force the lock — you shall 
see me do it as well as any sir John Brute of ’em all — 
this right leg-^ 

Simon. Lord love you, master, that’s not your right 
leg. 
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Dick. Plio! you fool, don’t you know I’m drank? — 
this rig^ht leg here is the best locksmith in England— 
so, so [Forces the Door and goes in. • 

Simon. He’s at his plays again — Odds my heart, he’s 
a rare hand — he’ll go through with it, I’ll warrant him 
— Old Cojer must not smoke that I have any concern 
— must be main cautious — Lord bless bis heart, he’s 
to teach me to act Scrub. — He begun with me long ago, 
and 1 got as far as the Jesuit before a went out of town : 
— Scrub — Coming, sir — Lord, ma’am, I’ve a whole 
packet full of nJws — some say one thing, and some 
say another ; but, for my part, ma’am — I believe he’s a 
Jesuit — that’s main pleasant — I believe he’s a Jesuit 

Re-enter Dick. 

Dick. I have done the deed. — Didst thou not hear a 
noise P 

Simon. No, master; we’re all sqj:^. 

Dwk. This coat will do charmingly. — I have bilked 
the old fellow nicely. — In a dark corner of his cabinet, 

I found this paper; wh^t it is the light will show. — 

[Heads] 1 promise to pay Ha! 1 promise to pay 

to Mr. Moneytmp, or order, on demafid — — ’Tis bis 

band — a note of bis — yet more The sum of seven 

oounds, fourteen shillings^ and seven-pence, value re- 
ceived, by me London^ this 15th June, 1755. ’Tis 

kvanting what should follow — his name should follow — 
but ’tis torn off— because the note is paid. 

Simon. O lud ! dear sir, you’ll spoil all. I wish we 
vere well out of the house. — Our best way, master, is 
;o make off directly. 

Dick. I will, I will; but first help me on with this 
!oat. — r— -Simon, you shall be my dresser — you’ll be 
ine and hapny behind the scenes. 

Simon. O lud ! it will be main pleasant — I have been 
>ehind the screens in the country. 

Dick, Have you, where ? 

} Simon. Why, when I liv’d with the man that show’d 
vild beastices. 

Dick, Harkye, Simon — when I am playing some 
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deep tn^dy, and cleave the general ear with horrid 
sp^h, you must take out your white pocket handker- 
chief and cry bitterly. [Teaches him. 

Simon, But I haven’t got a white pocket handker- 
chief. ^ ^ 

Dick. Then I’ll lend yon mine. 

[Pulls out a ragged one. 

Simon. Thank ye, sir. 

Dick. And when I am playing comedy, you must be 
ready to laugh your guts out, [Teaches him] for I shall 
be very pleasant Tol-de-roll. . ^ [Dances. 

Simon. Never doubt me, sir. 

Dick. Very well ; now run down and open the street 
door; I’ll follow you in a crack. 

Simon, I’m gone to serve you, master. 

Dick. To serve thyself- for, lookye, Simon, when 

I am manager, claim thou of me the care o’the ward- 
robe, with all those moveables, whereof the property- 
man now stands p^sess’dr 

Simon, O lad! this is charming — hush! I am gone. 

i [womg. 

Dick. Well, but harkye, Simon, come hither— what 
money have you about you, master Matthew f 

Simon. But a tester, sir. 

Dick. A tester! — that’s something of the least, mas- 
ter Matthew — let’s see it. ' 

Simon. You have had fifteen sixpences now. 

Dick, never mind that I’ll pay you all at my 

benefit. 

Simon. I don’t doubt that, master but mum. 

[Exit. 

Dick. Thus far we run before the wind. An apo- 
thecary I ^makean apothecary of me ! what, cramp 

my genius over a pestle and mortar, or mew me up in 
a shop with an alligator sluft, and a beggarly account 

of empty boxes! to be calling simples, and con- 

staotiy adding to the bills of mortality! No, no! it 

will be much better to be pasted up in capitals — T^ 
part of Romeo by a young gentleman who never a 
peared on any stage before! — My ambition fires at th 
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lortght.— — But hold — mayn’t I run some chance of 
iHhg in my attempt — hissed— -pelted — laughed at — 
et admitted into the Green-room. — ^Tbat will never 

0 Down, busy devil, down, down. — ^Try it again. 

-Loved by the women, envied by the men, applauded 
y the pit, clapped by the gallery, admired by the 
oxes. — “ Dear colonel, is not he a charming crea- 
l>r^’ — “My lord, don’t you like him of all things.^” 

Makes love like an ahgel !” — “ What an eye he 
is!” — Fine legs!”—** I’ll certainly go to bis bene- 
t.” Celestial Sbunds ! And then I’ll get in with 

1 the painters, and have myself put op in every print- 
lop — ^in the character of Macbeth I This is a sorry 
ght. [Stands in an AttitudeJl In the character of 
ichard — Give me another horse; bind up my wonnds. 

— ^Tliis will do rarely And then I have a chance 

r getting well married O glorious thought! By 

3aven i will enjoy it, though biUiijti fancy. But 

hat’s o’clock ? — ^It must be almost nine. I’ll away at 
nee : this is club-night. — ^’Egad, I’ll go to them for 
viiile— The spoolers adb all met — little they think 
m in town — they’ll be surprised to see me. — Off I 
3, and then feft’ my assignation with my master 
argle’s daughter ^Poor Charlotte! slie’s locked 

but 1 shall hnd means to settle matters for her 
;cape — She’s a pretty theatrical genius. — If she flies 
) my arms like a hawk to its perch, it will be so rare 
1 adventure, and so dramatic an incident 

Limbs do your office, and support me well ; 

Bear me but to her, then fail me if you can. [LnY. 
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SCENE I. Discovers the Spouting Club. 

The President and*Members seated. 

Pres. Come, we’ll fill a raeasur^lhe table round. 
Now good digestion wait on appetite, and health on 
both. Come, give us a speech. 

Scotch. Come now, I’ll gee you a touch of Moc- 
beeth. 

1 Mem. That will be rare. Come, let’s have it. 

Scotch. What dost lier at, mon?— I have had muckle 
applause at Edinburgh, when I enacted in the Reegi- 
ceude — and now I intend to do Mocbeeth — I seed the 
degger yesterneet, and I thought I should ha’ killed 
every one that came in my way. 

Irish. Stand out of the way, lads, and you’ll see me 
give a touch of Othollo, my dear. [Takes the Cork^ 
burns it, and blacks his Face] The devil burn the cork 
— it would not do it fast enough. 

1 Mem. Here, here, I’ll lend you a helping hand. 

[Blacks him. Knocking at the Door^ 

Pres. Open locks, whoever knocks. 
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Enter Dick. 

Dick. How now, ye secret, black, and midnight 
hags?— ^What is’t ye do ? — Hcii^liure the honest partners 
of iny heart ?—Wliat bloody scene has Roscius now to 
act? — Arrah, my dear cousin Macksbaoe, won’t yon 
put a remembrance upon me? 

Irish. Owl but is it inoid^ingyoo are? Look ye, my 
dear, if you’d be taking nib off— don’t you call it tak- 
ing off ? — by my shoui, I’d' be raakfng you take yourself 
off. What, if yrfb’re for being obstroporous, I would 
not matter you three skips of a flea. 

Dick. Nay, pr’ythee, no offence — hope we shall be 
brother-players. 

Irish. Owl then we’d be very good friends; for 
you know two of a trade can never agree, my dear. 

Dick. What do you intend to appear in ? 

Irish. Olhollo, my dear let tns^alone; you’ll see 
how ri! bodder ’em ; though by iny shoui, myself does 
not know but I’ll be frightened when every thing is in 
a bub-bub, and nothing /o be heard, but “Throw him 
over.” — “ Over with him ” — “ Off, off, off the stage.” 
— “ Music.” Olh ! but may be the dear craturs in the 
boxes will be lucking at iny legs, ow! to be sure — the 
devil burn the luck they’ll give ’em. 

Dick. I shall certainly laugh in the fellow’s face. 

[Aside, 

Scotch. Stay till you bear me give a speecimen of 
elocution. 

Dick. What, with that impediment, sir? 

Scotch. Irapeediment! what impeediment? I do not 
leesp — do I ? 1 do not sqiieeiit ; I am well leem’d, am 

I not ? 

^ Irish. By my shoui, if yon go to that, I am as well 
timber’d myself as any of them, and shall make a figure 
in genteel and top comedy. 

Scotch. I’ll give you a speecimen of Mockbeeth, 

Irish. Make haste then, and I’ll begin Othollo. 

Scotch. 1$ this a dagger that I see ^fore me, &c. 
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Irish. [Collaring hirnj Willain^ be sure you prove 
my love a whore, &c. 

[Another Member comes foriMrd with his Face 
powderedf and a ripe in his Hand. 

Mem. I am thy father’s spirit, Hamlet 

Irish. You my father’s spirit? My mother was a 
better man than ever you was. 

Dick. Pho! pr’ythee! you are not fat enough for a 
ghost. 

Mem. I intend to make my first appearance in it 
for ail that; only I’m puzzled aboutt)De thing, 4 want 
to know, when I come on first, whether 1 should make 
a bow to the audience? 

Watch. [Behind the Scenfo] Past five o’clock, cloudy 
niorning. 

Dick. Hey ! past five o’clock — ’sdeath, I shall miss 
ray appointment with Charlotte ; 1 have staid too long, 
and shall lose m;|i||f)roseiyte. Gome, let us adjourn. 
We’ll scower the watch— confusion to morality — I 
wish the constable were married. Huzza! huzza! 

ilW, Huzza, huzza! [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. A Street. 

Enter Dick, with a Lantern and Ladder. 

Dick. All’s quiet here; the coast’s clear — now for 
my adventure with Charlotte ; this ladder will do rarely 
for the business, though it would be better if it were a 
ladder of ropes — but hold; have I not seen something 
like this on the stage? yes I have, in some of the enter- 
tainments. Ay, I remembei" an apothecary, and here- 
about he dwells — this is my master Gargle’s; being 
dark, the beggar’s shop is shut; what, ho! apothecary! 
but soft — what light breaks through yonder window ? 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ; ai'ise, fair sun, &c. 

Charlotte appears at a Window. 

Char. Who’s there? My Romeo? 

Dick. The same, my love, if it not thee displease. 

Char. Hush! not so loud ; you’ll waken ray father. 
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SCENE 2. 

Dick. Alas! there is more peril in thine eye 

Char. Nay, but pr’ythee now ; I tell you you’ll spoil 
all. What made you stay so long? 

Dick. Chide not, my fair; but let the god of love 
laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart. 

Char. As I am a living soul, you’ll ruin every thing; 
be but quiet, and I’ll come down to you. [Going. 

Dick. No, no, not so fast ; Charlotte, let us act the 
garden scene first 

Char, A fiddlestick for the garden scene. 

Dick, Nay, th^n I’ll act Ranger — up I go, neck or 
nothing. 

Char. Dear heart, you’re enough to frighten a body 
out of one’s wits. Don’t come op — 1 tell you there’s 
no occasion for the ladder. I have settled every thing 
with Simon, and he’s to let me through the shop, when 
he opens it. 

Dick. Well, but I tell yop I wcxid not give a farth- 
ing for it without the ladder, and so op 1 go; if it WcUi 
as high as the garret, up I go. 

Enter SiMon, at the Door. 

Simon. Sir, agr; madam, madam 

Dick. Pr’ythee be quiet, Simon, I am ascending the 
high top-gallant of ray joy. 

Simon. An’t please you, master, my young mistress 
may come through the shop; I am going to sweep it 
out, and she may escape that way fast enow. 

Char. That will do purely; and so do you stay where 
you are, and prepare to receive me [Erityrom above. 

Simon. Master, leave that there, to save me from 
being respected. 

Dick. With all ray heart, Simon. 

Enter Charlotte. 

Char. O lud! I’m frightened out of my wits — feel 
with what a pit-a-pat action my heart beats. 

Dick. ’Tis an alann to love — quick let me snatch 
thee to thy Romop’s arms, &c. 

Watch, [Behind the Scenes] Past six o’clock, and a 
cloudy mornings 
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Dick, is that 

Simon. No, jei ns stand fooling her^ 

^^itvV^nd « - *>•*« " 

h:i: r; 

And point new beanlies-to tne p Charlotte. 

'^"'[Ltt incite 

Enter a Watchman. 

Watch. Past *■* "’“’■f ‘‘I afma”er”Gargle’s 

Hey-day! ^hals V ii,__Ho! master Gargle! 

window !— 1 must alarm the fa y r at the Door. 

3V„ W "ii" 


“^S’or. I fear ^ 

Take away the ladder , t in 4 [Eiif. 

Ke-enfer Simon, like Scrub. 

sword-Uiej-a 

'*®^atch!^Wiat, are there 

KiN^rsi!;"’.'!— »”“r. t» 
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Enter Gargle. 

Gar. Dear heart! dear heart! she’s gone, she’s gonch 

— my daughter! my daughter! What’s the fellow 

in such a fright for ? 

Simon. Down on your knees — down on your mar- 
row-bones— down on your marrow-bones. 

Gar. Get up, you fool, get op. — Dear heart, I’m all in 
. a fermentation. 


Enter Wingate. 

Win. So, fri^d Gargle, you’re up early, I see — no- 
thing like rising early — nothing to be got by lying in 

bed, like a lubberly fellow What’s the matter with 

you? ha, ba! you look frightened. 

Gar. O, no wonder — my daughter, my daughter ! 

Win. Your daughter! What signihes a foolish girl ? 

Gar. Oh, dear heart! dear heart!— out of the win- 
dow ^ 

Win. Fallen out of the window? Well, she was a 
woman, and ’tis no matter — if she’s dead, she’s pro- 
vided for. Here, I fo&nd the book — could not meet 
with it last night — here it is, friend Gargle j take it, 
and give it that scoundrel of a fellow. 

Gar. Lord, sir, he’s returned to his tricks. 

Win. Returned to his tricks? — W'^hat, broke loose 
again ? 

Gar. Ay, and carried off my daughter with him. 

Win. Carried off your daughter? How did the ras- 
cal contrive that? 

Gar. Oh, dear sir, the watch alarmed os awhile ago, 
and I found a ladder at the window ; so I suppose my 
young madam made her escape that way. 

Win. I’ll never see the fellow’s lace. 

Simon. Secrets! secrets! 

Win. What, are you in the secret, friend ? 

Simon. To be sore, there be secrets in all families ; 
but, for my part. I’ll not speak a word, pro or con, till 
there’s a peace. 

Win. You won’t speak, sirrah? I’ll make you speak. 
Do you know nothing of this numskull? 
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Simon. Who I, sir? — He came home 1^1 night from 
^oar boose, and went out again directly. 

Win. You saw him then? 

Simon. Yes, sir— saw him, to be sure, sir— he made 
me open the shop-door for him— he stopp’d on the 
threshold and pointed at one of the clonds, and asked 
me if it was not like an onzel ? 

Win. Like an ouzel! — Wounds! what’s an ouzel 

Gar. And the young dog came back in the dead of 
oight to steal away my daughter. 

Enter a Porter, 

Win. Who are you, pray? What do you want? 

Por. Is one Mr. Gargle here? 

Gar, Yes. Who wants him? 

Por. Here’s a letter for you. 

Gear. Let me see it. O, dear heart! [Reads] To Mr. 

Gargle, at the Pesth^ind Mortar. Slidikins, this is 

a letter from that unfortunate young fellow. 

Win. Let me see it. Gargle. [Head$. 

To Mr, Gargle, ^c. 

Most potent, grave, and reverend doctor, my very 
noble and approv'd good master — That I have ta'en 
away your dMaghter^ xi is most true; true I wilt marry 

her — His true, His pity, and pity His, His true. What 

in the name of common sense is all this? 1 have 

done your shop some service, and you know it ; no more 
(f th^ : yet i could wish^ that at this tine I had not been 

this thing. What can the fellow mean? For time 

may have yet one fated hour to come, which, wing'd 

ivith liberty, may overtake occasion past, Overtake 

occasion past ! — no, no, time and tide waits for no man. 

1 expect redress from thy noble sorrows. Thine 

and my poor country's ever, R. Wingate. 

Mad as a March bare! I have done with him ; let him 
star till the shoe pinches, a crack-brained numskull ! 

Por. An’t please ye, sir, 1 fancies the gentleman n a 
little beside himself ; be took bold un me here by tim 
collar, and called me villaio) and bid me prove his wife 
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a whore. liord help him, I never see'd the geulleman’a 
spouse in my born days l^fore. 

Gar, Is she with him now ? ^ 

For. I believe so ; there’s a likely young woman with 
him, all in tears. 

Gar. My daughter, to be sure. 

For. I fancy, master, the gentleman’s under troubles. 
I brought it from a spiinging-house. 

Win. From a spungiug-house? 

For. Yes, sir, in Gray’s-inn-Iaue. 

lYin. Let hi ii lie there, let him lie there ; I am glad 
of it. 

Gar. Do, my dear sir, let us step to him. 

Win. No, not I ; let him slay there. This it is to 
have a genius, ha, ha! — a genius, ha, ha ! — a genius is a 
fine thing indeed, ha, ha! [^Exit. 

Gar. Poor man ! he has certainly a fever on his spi- 
rits. Do you step in with me, honest man, till I slip 
on ray coat, and tuen I’ll go after this unfortunate boy. 

For. Yes, sir ; ’Us in Gray’s-iun-Iane. lExeunt. 

SCENE, irt. A Spungihg-house, 

Dick and Bmliff discovered at a Tahiti and Char- 
lotte sitting in a disconsolate Manner by him. 

Bail. Here’s my service to you, young gentleman. — 
Don’t be uneasy; the debt is not much. \Vhy do you 
look so sad.^ 

Dick. Because capUvity has robb’d me of a just and 
dear diversion. 

Bait. Never look sulky at me ; I never use any body 
ill. Come, it has been many a good man’s lot — here’s 
ray service to you — but we’ve no liquor— come, we’ll 
have t’other bowl. 

Dick. I’ve now not fifty ducats in the world, yet sUll 
1 am in love, and pleased with ruin. 

Bail. What do you say.^ You’ve fifty shillings, I 
hope? 

Dick, Now, thank heaven. I’m not worlli a groat 

BaiL Then there’s no credit here, I can tell you tbiA 
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jm wpst ifet bail, or go to Newgale. Who do yoo 
think is to pay house>rent for yon? Such poTerty- 
Struck devils as you shan^t stay in ny house. Yon 
shall go to quod, 1 can tell you that [A Knocking at 
the Door] Coming, coming, I am coming. ] shall lodge 
you in Newgale, I promise you, before night. Not 
worth a groat! You’re a fine fellow to slay in a man’s 
house. You shall go to quod. [Exit 

Dick. Come, clear up, Charlotte, never mind this. — 
Gomii iiow, let ns act the prison scene in the Mourning 
Bride. » 

Char. How can you think of acting speeches when 
we’re in such distress ? 

Dick. Nay but, ray dear angel 

Enter W^ingate and Gargle. 

Come, now we’ll practice an attitude. How many of 
’em have you? ^ 

Char. Let me seer ^e— t*o— lliree—and then in the 
fourth act, and then O gemini, I have ten at least. 

Dick. That will do swimmingly. I’ve a round dozen 
myself. Come, now begin; you fancy me dead, and I 
think the same of you. Now mind. ' • 

[They ftand in Attitudes. 

Win. Only mind tlie villain. [Apart to Gargle. 

Dkk. O thou soft fleeting form of Lindamira! 

Char, lilnsive shade of my beloved lord ! 

Dick. She lives, she speaks, and we shall still be 
happv. 

win. You lie, you villmu, you shan’t be happy. 

him down. 

Dick. [On the Ground] Perdition catch your arm, 
the cimiice is thine! 

Gar. So, my young madam, I have found you again. 

Dick. Captilet, forbear; Paris, let loose your hold. 
She is my wife; our hearts are twin’d together. 

Win. Sirrah ! villain ! I’ll break every bone iu your 
body. [Strikes him. 

Dick. Parents have flinty hearts ; no tears can mov# 
*eia : children loost be wretched. 
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Win. Gel off the groaod, you villain, get off the 
ground. 

Dick. Tis a pity there are no scene-drawers to lif4 
me. 

Win, *Tls mighty well, yonng man. Zookers, I 
made my own fortune ; I’ll lake a boy out of tlie 
B)ue>coat Hospital, and give him all 1 have. Lookye 
here, friend Gargle, you know Tm not a hard-hearted 
mao. The .scoundrel, you know, has robbed me; so, 
d’ye see, I won’t hang him ; I’ll only transport thf» fel- 
low : and so, Mr. Catchpole, you may take him to 
Newgate. 

Gar. Well but, dear sir, you know I always intended 
to marry tny daughter into your family ; and if you let 
the young man be ruined, my money must ail go into 
another chaiinei. 

Win. How’s that? Into another channel? Must not 
lo? the handling of his money. [.4sidej Why, 1 told 
you, friend Gargle, I’m .'lot a ha.'d-hearted man. . If 
the blockhead would but get as many crabbed, physi- 
cal words from Hy ppocriles and Allen, a.s he has from 
his nonsensical trumpery, ha, ha! 1 don’t know, be- 
tween you aud 1, but be might pass for a very good 
pitysician. 

Dick. And must I leave thee, Juliet? 

Char, Nay, but pr’ylhee now have done with yoor 
speeches. You see we are brought to the last distress, 
and so you had better make it up. [^Apart to Dick. 

Dick. Why, lior your sake, iny dear, 1 don’t care if 
1 do. [Apai't] Sir, you shall find, for the future, that 
we’ll both endeavour to give you all Uie satisfaction in 
our power. 

If in. Very well, Uiat’s right. 

Dick. And since we don’t go on the stage, ’tis some 

hiiforl that the world’s a stage, and all the men and 

linen merely players. 

Some play the upper, some the under parts. 

And most assume what’s foreign to their hearts ; 

Thus life is but a tragic-comic jest. 

And all is farce and mummery at b^t. [£xeunt 






